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LHE: CAST 


ALGERNON TOTTEN, whose weakness is speed, 
Light comedy 
Ernest Brett, a novelist...Eccentric light comedy 
Ancus Fercuson, Totten’s personal attorney, 
Character 
Jupson, Totten’s “ Man” ......Cockney character 
OFFICER McCiutcxry, a plain-clothes man, 


Character 
Aunt Kate Battpon, of Brattleboro, Vermont, 

Character 
Kittie BaILpon, her daughter........ Comedienne 
Rime DAVIS, @ FUNAWOAY . . 5 0 '03 3's 6 oscar Ingénue 
Oran a ladys maid... 0... +. Russian dialect bit 


The action transpires in the living-room of 
ALGERNON TOTTEN’s house, in New York. 

Time: A spring morning, from 7 to 9. The ac- 
tion is continuous, no time being supposed to elapse 
between acts, so that the tag of each act is the 
opening line of the act following. 


SYNOPSIS 


The action takes place in the living-room in 
ALGERNON TOTTEN’S house, and the one scene 
stands throughout the three acts. 


FAST WORKERS 


dal OM Ra | 


ScENE: JLiving-room im ALGERNON TOTTEN’S 
house. Handsome apartment im an old-fash- 
toned house. Large square arch c., showing 
entrance hall beyond with stairs mounting to 
upper story. Two high windows L., facing 
sireet, the shades drawn. Double doors up R. 
lead to dining-room. Mantel x. below these 
doors. Solid furniture and handsome hang- 
ings. At rise the electric lights are on, al- 
though it is 7 a. M. The room is mm disorder. 
Empty champagne bottles and glasses litter ta- 
ble L. c. and couch down Rr. Handsome box, 
holding cigarettes and « box of cigars are on 
couch. Phonograph off Rr. is heard playing 
dance tune as JUDSON and Oxca dance on 
through double doorway rR. JUDSON, m dinner 
coat, etc., is a trifle lt up, but NOT drunk. 
He holds a champagne botile in his right hand 
as he dances. Oca is m her mistress’ bor- 
rowed finery and is also a bit gay. As the 
dance concludes Orca does a few independent 
steps, solo and throws herself in a char w. of 
table, applying smelling salts. 


Orca. Oh!—I am exhaust. 
Jupson. Ooh la la, deah gel, as we say in French. 
Otca. Ah—you know the French? 
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Jupson. Just a smattering, you might say. Do 
rou? 

: Orca. All languages I know. Russians are like 
that. Even de English I know many and much. 

Jupson. You speak it near as good as I do. 

Orea. (Smelling her salts) Flatterer! 

Jupson. Oh, I mean it! You're as clever as you 
are beautiful and you sparkle like—like this ’ere 
wine. (At table, pouring champagne into two 
glasses.) Well—when the cat’s away the mice ’as 
a noble time, as the poet says. “Ave another sip 
of sparkling nectar? 

Oica. Oh—but not alone. Invite de oder two. 
(Indicating room off R.) 

Jupson. ’Ave it your own way, my queen! 
(Goes to doors R. and is about to speak off when 
what he sees deters him. To Orca.) My word, 
but Cook is dead to the world on the lounge and 
your butler friend is a-snorin’ of his ’ead off in a 
chair. 

Oxca. (Rising, alarmed) Oh—but how I shall 
get him home? 

Jupson. Plenty of time for that. If he don’t 
round to, ’LL see you ’ome, fairest of your sect. 
It’s only the shank of the evenin’ you might say. 
(Takes up glasses and approaches her.) With me 
lily white ’and I fetch you nectar of the gods. 

Oxuca. (Taking glass) But you are very—ro- 
mantique ! 

Jupson. ’Ow can I ’elp it, sweet creature, I arsk 
you—’ow can I ’elp it? When I gaze into your 
lustrous eyes 

Ouca. (Coyly) Ah—wid soft soap you would 
kid me—eh? 

jJupson. No! Imeanit! I speak from the ’eart. 
To your eyes I drink. 


(They both drink. She sets down her glass.) 
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Oca. A cigarette—please. 


{JUDSON sets down glass, crosses to couch and takes 
up cigarette casket, returning to her.) 


Jupson. I fly on wings of love to you, my deah 
—on wings of love I fly! 


(She takes a cigarette, mcidentally spilling several 
on the floor.) 


Otca. A match? 

Jupson. A match it is, by Jove! WE’LL make 
a match of it, eh, sweet’eart? (Gets a cigar, strikes 
a match and holds it for her.) You and me! W’ot- 
say? A ’andsome couple we'll be! 


(She lights her cigarette and puffs. He hangs on 
to her reply and burns his finger with for- 
gotten match.) 


: Orica. (Taking a long puff) But this is—per- 
ect! 

Jupson. Ought to be. We pay ten dollars a 
*undred for our cigarettes. Cigars—(He holds out 
Mis unlighted one.) eighty-five cents each. $85 a 
*undred. $850 a thousand! 

Otca. He is rich? You master? 

Jupson. My gentleman—NOT my marster. 
Rotten with money ’e is; but prudent. I'll say that 
for “im. Me and Cook in there and ’im lives all by 
ourselves in this big ’ouse. 

Oca. And he is good wid you? 

Jupson. Good? Judge for yourself. ‘ Judson,” 
he says to me yesterday, “I’m off for a week and 
I leave you in charge,” ’e says. “ Rest up and ’ave 
a ‘good time,” ’e says. “ You know where the keys 
to the wine cellar is,” ’e says. “ Ow, yes, sir,” I 
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says; “thenk you, sir.” ‘Say no more,” says Mr. 
Totten and off ’e goes and leaves me in charge of 
everything. 


Otca. (Impressed) Oh—den dees party is not 
—on de sneak? No? 

Jupson. (Virtuously shocked) Oh, my Gawd, 
no: Why, me and Mr. Totten is like that 
(Interlaces his fingers.) More like brothers we are, 
than gentleman and man. I do nothing be’ind his 
back I wouldn’t do in front of ’is face. 

Oxuca. Ah—you are for-tunate! My meestress 
she is not like dat! She is horrid wid me! 

Jupson. Then why stand it, lovely creature? 
Be ’appy with ME? Be me bride—me wife? Eh, 
wot? : 

Otca. You are—seri-ous? 

Jupson. ’Course I am! Time for me to settle 
down. I don’t deny I’ve ’ad my fling 

Orca. (Sitting on edge of table and showing an 
expanse of stocking) You are having a fling—wid 
me—now? Yes? 

Jupson. No, by Gawd—I’m in_hearnest! 
(Drops on both knees and crawls toward her.) 
When I gaze into them glorious heyes of yours— 


I—I (His gaze encounters her stocking and 
remains fixed. ) 

Otca. My eyes are HERE—— _ (Jndicates 
them.) 


Jupson. I swear you’re the only gel for me! 
Say the word and I’ll marry you to-morrow! 

Outca. To-morrow? 

Jupson. Yes—to-morrow (Interrupts him- 
self.) By Jove! Speakin’ of to-morrow 
(Scrambles to his feet.) ’Ere—I’ll show you some- 
thing. (Produces cabinet photo from inside 
pocket.) ’Ave a look at THAT! 

Orca. (Taking photo. and looking) Obh—such 
a sweet child. Your daughter? 
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Jupson. ’Eavens, no! My hintended bride. 

Orca. (Puzzled) Your intended bride—and 
just dees min-ute to propose to ME? (She grows 
angry.) 

Jupson. (LE-spostulating) Keep your shirt on, 
sweet gel!—That is—I beg pardon—the fact is, the 
lady of the photograph is on a train this: very min- 
ute, on ’er way ’ere to marry me! 

Oxica. To marry! And you 

Jupson. Wait a minute—keep your—your tem- 
per. Let me finish. She’s coming to marry me— 
but will I “AVE. her?» After seeing YOU? 
Never! Ill ship ’er straight ’ome again. [’N—I’ll 
say she don’t come up to ’er picture 

Oca. Don’t come up to her picture? What you, 
mean? 

Jupson. I’ve never actually SEEN the young 
lady, you know 

Oxica. (Utterly bewildered) Never have you 
SEEN her? Then how 

Jupvson. J’il tell you all about it. 

Otca. (Still miffed) It is of no interest 

Jupson. PLEASE, angel of my ’eart—let me 
get it orf my chest 

Oica. (With a characteristic gesture) He 
would marry wid a lady he has never seen 

Jupson. It was like this: I seen her picture in a 
Sunday paper. She won second prize in a beauty 
contest eld in a place called Vermont 

Oca. Second prize? 

Jupson. Rotten decision, too. This gel, Millie 
Davis 

Otca. Who is Millie Davis? 

Junson. Winner of the second prize. She ’ad 
it all over the gel that won first prize. So I wrote 
and told ’er so. 

Oca. You wrote—to which? 

Jupson. To Millie Davis. I told ’er it was a 
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shame. She wrote back and thenked me. We ’ad 
a correspondence. I arsked ’er for a real photo of 
’erself and she sent me 

Orca. (Holding it up) This? 

Jupson. (Taking it) Yes. She arsked me for 
MY picture 

Orca. And you sent it? 

Jupson. I didn’t ’ave any—but I sent ’er oa 
photograph—I never thought we’d hever meet, you 
know. Any good-lookin’ photograrph would do just 
as well. 

Orca. Any good-looking photograph would do 
much better! 

Juvson. Then things got serious, in a manner 
of speaking. She was most un’appy at “ome. 
Treated cruel she was. So in the goodness of my 
’eart I lost my ’ead and I wrote ’er and arsked ’er 
to marry me. (Shrugs lis shoulders.) Well—you 
know the rest. She is coming—on ’er way to my 
arms this minute 

Otca. With the photograph of another man 

Jupson. Wot’s the difference? It’s YOU I 
want—not ’er! T’ll give ’er the sack—I’ll do hany- 
thing! See ’ere ! (Tears the photograph in 
two pieces and tosses the pieces on to the table.) 
THAT for Millie Davis! Now—sweetest of your 
sect, when do we marry? 

Orca. (Coyly) Oh—Meester Jud-son! 

Jupson. Call me ’Omer! 

Otca. ’Omer 

Jupson. Hooray! (Holds out his hand which 
she takes and he pulls her off the table to her feet.) 
We'll pledge our love in sparklin’ wine, we will! 
(Pours two drinks.) ’Ere’s to the future Mr. and 
Mrs. "Omer Judson! (They are about to drink 
when a door off u. is heard to slam. They stand, 
petrified.) My Gawd! ’Oo’s THAT? (Picture of 
dismay.) 
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(Enter c. from L, ALGERNON ToTTEN and ANGUS 
Fercuson. They wear hats and light over- 
coats and ToTtEN carries hand-bag. TorTTen 
is a spruce and prosperous young man and 
FERGUSON 1s a middle-aged Scotch lawyer, dig- 
nified, but very drowsy from want of his regu- 
lar sleep. The newcomers are quite as sur- 
prised as the culprits.) 


Torten. (Sharply) Judson! 

Jupson. (All servility) Yes, sir. 

Totten. What’s the meaning of this? 

Juvson. I—I didn’t expect you ’ome, sir. 

Ancus. Ha—that’s evident. 

Jupson. You said you’d be gone a week. 

ToTteEN. What’s this woman doing in my house? 
At THIS hour? 

Jupson. Oh, it’s all proper, sir. We’re chap- 
eroned 

TottEN. (Looking about) You ARE? 

Jupson. By Cook and the Livingston butler. 
They’re in the dining-room. 


{Ancus drops off to sleep in @ chair up stage, L, 
ToTTEN strides to double doors x. and looks 
off. He starts at what he sees.) 


_ Torten. What’s the matter with Cook? She 
jooks—she looks DEAD. 

Jupson. (Reassuringly) Oh, no, sir—she’s only 
drunk. 

ToTTtEN. So is the other—the—Livingston but- 
ler. (Comes down, angry.) Who is this woman? 

Otca. I am Mrs. Livingston’s maid. 

Totten. Mrs. Livingston’s maid and the Liv- 
ingston butler—h’m 

Jupson. No ’arm intended, sir. Cook and me 
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invited a couple of friends for a quiet little even- 
in 

Sow iieN: Quiet little evening? Looks it. Cham- 
pagne bottles—cigar butts—cigarettes—all over the 

lace 
i Jupson. We intended to break up at daylight, 
sit 

Totten. At DAYLIGHT? Yow’re drunk, Jud- 
son—it’s seven o’clock. (Strides to window L. and 
snaps up the shade, revealing sunlight.) 

Oca. Oh! It is—to-morrow! 

Totten. (Back to window) It is. High time 
for quiet evenings to end. So get out, all of you— 
and, Judson! 

Jupson. Yes, sir? 

Totten. You and Cook need NOT come back. 

Jupson. (Dismayed) Discharged? Me and 
Cook discharged? 

TorTen. Certainly. Rooms all upset—shades 
down (Snaps up second shade and looks out. 
He gives a start at what he sees and speaks in a 
frightened voice.) Ferguson. (ANGUS snores.) 
Ferguson—wake up! (Another glance out of win- 
dow. ANGUS snores again. OLGA is about to 
apply smelling salts to her nose.) 

ToTtreN. Excuse me. (Takes the phial abruptly 
and places it under ANcus’ nose. ANGUS awakes 
with a little yell.) Ferguson—there’s a suspicious 
man prowling up and down across the street. 

Ancus. ({rritably) Well—well—let him prowl 
—and don’t you poison me again—vile smell 
(Settles himself.) 

ToTtEN. (Shaking him) Ferguson—I’m afraid 
—suspicious man—have a look 

Ancus. (Crossly) Tut—tut—tut (Rises 
wearily and goes to window, He, too, starts.) 
Ah-ha! 

Totten. Bad as that? 
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Ancus. A plain-clothes man—a detective. 

ToTTEN. (Gasps) How do you know? 

Ancus. I’ve seen him in court—a dozen times. 
(Another peep.) Hello—he’s coming over. 

Totten. (Feverishly) Judson—when the bell 
rings, answer it. Tell the man I’m dead. Tell him 
I’m in Chicago—tell him anything! (To O1tca.) 
Here, you—take up that glass. Let him see that 
you are a couple of servants on a lark—boss away 
—that sort of thing. (Door-bell rimgs.) Ferguson 
—quick! (Grabs Ancus who is dozing on his 
feet and rushes him to staircase. They exeunt up- 
Stairs, ANGUS protesting sleepily.) 


(Door-beil rings. Second time.) 


Jupson. ’Elp me out and I may save my job, 
yet! (Oca sneers and JUDSON hurries off c. and L. 
She fills in unth wine and cigarette. JUDSON re- 
appears, followed by McCuiutcuy, a typical plain- 
clothes man who, however, removes his derby hat 
as he enters the room.) You can see for yourself 
Mr. Totten ain’t ’ere. 

McCiurtcuy. (Suspiciously) Who are you? 

Jupson. I’m his man. Who are YOU? 

McCriutcuy. Me? I’m a—now—collector from 
the ice company. 

Jupson. Collectin’ bills at seven o’clock in the 
morning? 

McCiutcHy. Got a busy day ahead of me. 
Where’s this—now—Totten? 

Jupson. Went out of town yesterday. Said he’d 
be gone a week. 

McCiutcuy. You're lying. (Suddenly turning 
on Oca.) Who are YOU? 

Oca. (Jumping m alarm) Oh! I am—a guest 
in dees house. 

McCuiutcHy. (Shrewdly) Foreigner, ain’t you? 
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Otca. From Russia. 

McCuiutcuy. (Wisely) I—thought so. Rus- 
sian, ain’t you? (She nods.) I—thought so. 
Friend of this—now—Totten? 

Jupson. A friend of MINE. 

McCiutcuy. I see. (Notes champagne.) Cou- 
ple of flunkies. And while the boss is away you’re 
havin’ a blow-out. 

Jupson. Yes, Mr. Detec 

McCiutcHy. Mr. WHAT? 

Jupson. Mr. Iceman. 

McCiutcHy. You started to say “ detective.” 
Expecting a detective, was you? 

Jupson. Oh, no, sir. 

McCiutcuy. Do I LOOK like a detective? 

Jupson. Oh, ab-solutely not! 

McCrutcuy. Well, something must of put the 
idea in your head. So your boss ain’t home? 

Jupvson. No, sir. 

McCiutcuy. Well—he will be, pretty soon. T’li 
just lay for him, outside. (Starts up c.) 

Juvson. ’Ave a little drink before you go? 


(McCuiutcuy returns. Takes up champagne bot- 
tle, examines it and smells of it.) 


McCuiutcHy. This ain’t doped? No knockout 
drops? 

Jupson. WE’VE been drinkin’ it. 

McCiutcuy. (Glance at the two) That’s what 
made me ask. (Pours a drink and swallows it. 
Jupson offers the cigar box. McCrutcuy takes @ 
handful.) Tl smoke these outside while I’m 
waitin’ for this—now—Totten, to collect the ice bill. 
(Significant nod and wink. He exits c. and t. 
Door slams.) 

y ee Silly arse! ’E’ad police wrote all over 
im 
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Oxca. But because why he want your gentle- 
man? 

Jupson. ’Anged if I know—unless Mr. Totten’s 
been up to his old tricks of speedin’ again. (Goes 
to foot of stairs and calls up.) It’s all right, sir. 


(Totten descends, followed by the yawning 
ANGUS. ) 


ToTTeN. Get rid of him? 

Jupson. I done my best. Told him you was 
out of town, but he seemed to know that you wasn’t. 

Totten. You bungled it! 

Awncus. Don’t blame your man. Remember, you 
were SEEN when you bumped that other car. 

Jupson. Oh—you ’ad an—accident? 

Torten. Yes—no. Never mind. 

Jupson. (Oily humility) I was thinkin’, sir, 
seein’ ‘ow I told that policeman you wasn’t ’ome, 
that you might reconsider 

Totten. Reconsider what? 

Jupson. Dischargin’ me and Cook, sir 

Totten. No! 

Jupson. (Pleading) Mr. Totten, sir 

Totten. I’m through with you both. You're not 
to be trusted. That champagne stock has got to 
last me for life and I find you and your—friends— 
wasting it like water. 

Ouca. Oh, but we did not waste it! 

Jupson. Mr. Totten, sir, this was an engage- 
_ ment party. 

Totten. (Surprised) It was? 

Jupson. To celebrate the engagement of me and 
this lady. 

Otca. (Hotly) Liar! 

Ancus. (From couch R., where he is settling 
himself) Ah—a dissenting opinion. 

Otca. I marry wid YOU? Beast! Ha—we are 
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like dees—(JInterlocking her fingers.) more like 
two brodders dan like master and man—dat ees 
what he tell me! 

Torten. (Mildly) Pretty strong, Judson. 

Oxtca. (To Jupson) Never in my life I will 
speak wid you again — pig — beast — crawling 
worm 

Torten. (Mildly) That will do. You and your 
friends in there—(/ndicating R.) may walk, not run, 
to the nearest exit. In your case it will be the 
basement. 

Ouca. (Stalking out R.) Crawling worm—pig 
—beast 

Totten. (Zo Jupson) You and Cook pack up 
your things and get out. Immediately. (JUDsSoN 
whimpers.) Stop making that noise. (JuDSsoN hic- 
coughs.) And don’t do THAT! (Jupson exits 
R., woebegone. ToTTEN begins pacing, highly 
nervous.) Ferguson. (ANGUS is dozing. Tot- 
TEN rouses him.) Ferguson—wake up. How can 
you sleep when I have nothing but trouble—trou- 
ble! Trouble! 

Ancus. (Sitting up) You have no one to blame 
but yourself 

Totten. Don’t PREACH! You’re my lawyer 
—not my parson. You’ve got to get me out of this 
mess. 

Awncus. With a plain-clothes man waiting for 
you outside? Best I can do is to come and see you 
occasionally in jail 

ToTTEN. I won’t go to jail! 

Ancus. Oh, yes, you will. No help for it. 

Totten. I tell you I won’t! I’ll pay any fine— 
a thousand—TEN thousand ——! But I will NOT 
go to jail! 

Ancus. Money won’t save you. 

ToTTEN. Why not? It always has. 

Ancus. The last time I appeared for you in the 
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traffic court, Magistrate Sheldon demanded your 
personal attendance. He insisted that you appear 
before him personally. 

Totten. But I didn’t. 

Ancus. No—but it required all my eloquence to 
save you. I had to fairly go down on my knees to 
induce him to accept a two-hundred-dollar fine. He 
declared publicly that the next time, the very next 
time you violated the law he would send you to 
jail (ToTTeEN groans.) He would accept no 
fine. He would see that you were properly pun- 
ished with a term of thirty days in jail 

Totten. Thirty days! 

Ancus. —in JAIL. And the very next time, 
with only one car in sight you have to go and run 
slap-bang into that car! And whose car was it? 
(Ancus drowses off on his feet. ToTTEN’s groan 
brings him to.) —I repeat, whose car was it? 
Magistrate Sheldon’s own car! 

Totren. (Weakly) I didn’t know it was his 
car. Anyway—he doesn’t know ME. 

Ancus. He knows ME. I’ve paid your fines 
often enough. He knows the number of your car. 
He knows—but, pshaw! Why argue? That plain- 
clothes man outside is the answer. 

ToTtTeEN. You’re one of the most expensive law- 
yers in New York. It’s up to you to save me. 

Awncus. Rufus Choate, Elihu Root and Sam Un- 
termyer all rolled into one couldn’t save you, now. 

Totten. Jail! 

Ancus. (Yawning and crossing to windows L.) 
Might as well make up your mind to it. (Glances 
out.) Why—the officer is gone! 

Totten. Gone? My one chance! I'll run for 
(Starts up c.) 

Ancus. (Yawning) Too late. There’s another 
man coming up the steps. 

Totren. Another man? What man? 


it 
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Ancus. Never saw him before. Looks out of 
luck, whoever he is. 


(Bell rings. TotTEN jumps.) 


Totten. (Calling) Judson! Oh—I forgot. Go. 
to the door, Ferguson. Give him a quarter and 

Ancus. (Offended) I am your attorney, sir. 
NOT your flunkey! 

Totten. (Licked and going up c.) All right 
for you, Ferguson. If anything happens to me 
(Exits c. and L.) 


(Ancus drops into a convenient chair for a nap. 
Door slams and he starts, irritated. ToTTEN 
reappears followed by ERNEST BRETT at whom 
Ancus and Totten look im some wonder- 
ment. Brett is obviously a well-bred young 
man, wearing glasses, but his clothes, once 
good, are now awful. He needs a shave. He 
needs everything.) 


Totten. (With a wink at ANcus) This man 
wants to see Algernon Totten. Perhaps YOU can 
attend to him. 

Brett. (Timidly, to ANcus) Are YOU Alger- 
non Totten? But no—you are too old. 

Ancus. I represent Mr. Totten. What do you 
want with him? 

Brett. I want to grovel at his feet—to kiss the 
hem of his garment—to beseech him to rescue me 
from a fate worse than death! 

Totren, (Astounded) What? 

Brett. He is my last resort. My life is in his 
hands. 

TorteN. (Hesitating) Why—if that’s the case 
—I am Algernon Totten. 

Brett. Saved!—Thank the Lord! (He drops 
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to his knees and would grovel. Totten steps back, 
én alarm.) 

TotteN. Don’t do that. 

Brett. I beseech you 

TotreN. Beseech standing up. That’s a good 
chap. (Brett tries to rise, but 1s too weak, Tor- 
TEN and ANGUS raise him to his feet and place 
him in a chair.) What is your trouble? 

Brett. It is a sad—long—story. 

Totten. Tell it to him. Vm in a hurry — 
(Starts up.) 

Brett. You would desert me? 

Totten. I'd desert my country—my wife and 
family if I had one—I’d desert (Peeks out 
of window.) Back again! (Resignedly.) Go 
ahead. I’ve plenty of time! 

Brett. My name is—Ernest Brett. (Pauses for 
a sensation which does not materialize.) My name, 
I say, is Ernest Brett. 

TotteEN. Well, Mr. Brett, what is it you want? 


(Brett would proceed but is interrupted by en- 
trance of JUDSON, C. from R., in Sack suit, carry- 
ing suitcase.) 


Juvson. I’m orf, sir. 

TottEN. (dnterested im Brett) All right, 
Good-bye. 

Jupson. You won't relent, sir? 

ToTtrTen. No. 

Jupson. (Coming down a step) Then, sir, 
there’s something I must tell you. 

Totten. (Impatienily) Never mind. This 
gentleman is telling me something. 

Jupson. But I MUST! It’s ’eavy on my con- 
science, 

Ancus. Bless me—the man has a conscience! 
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Jupson. (Another step) It has to do with—a 
el. 
: TotTEN. I will hear about no gels. 

Jupson. Oh, please, sir! It’s a—confession 
. Totren. Will you get out? 

Jupson. I—I took one of your photograrphs, 
sir 

Totten. You're welcome to it. Take another— 
give one to Cook—it’s all you'll get 

Jupson. Cook’s gone by the area, sir, with the 
others. 

Totten. Follow them. 

Juvson. If you’d only let me SPEAK 

Totren. But I won’t. You’ve said enough— 
good-bye—not another word! (With a hopeless 
gesture JUDSON exits c. and R. TOTTEN turns to 
Brett.) Now then 

Brett. My name is Ernest Brett. 

Ancus. (Eyes closed) That seems definitely 
established. 

Brett. I am the son of the late Reverend Elijah 
Brett. 

TotTen. Elijah Brett? (Recalls name.) Why 
—he was one of poor Father’s dearest friends. 

Brett. Yes. He saved your father from drown- 
ing when they were at college together. 

Totren. I’ve often heard Dad tell about it. And 
you are his son? 

Brett. His only son. 

ToTteEN. (Cordially shaking his limp hand) 
Delighted to meet you, Mr. Brett. Ferguson, HIS 
father saved MY father! 

Ancus. (Half asleep) Very kind of him. 

TotTEN. How can I serve you? 

Bretr. I am a—novelist. 

TotreEN. Good! Tl buy all your novels. 

Brett. I’ve written only one. It isn’t published 
yet. 
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Totren. No? 

Brett. Every publisher in New York has re- 
jected it. 

Totten. (Impressed) It must be good. 

Brett. I call it “The Scapegoat.” 

Totren. Goat? 

Brett. Strong title, don’t you think? I brought 
the manuscript to New York with high hopes, only 
to have them dashed. Rejection after rejection. 
My funds vanished. Three months ago my land- 
lady locked me out of my room. My trunk was 
inside. I was a homeless wanderer. 

ToTTteN. Too bad, eh, Ferguson? 


(Snore from ANcus.) 


Brett. I secured an engagement on a Long 
Island onion farm. 

TotTeN. You bring tears to my eyes. 

Brett. The crop was a failure. The farmer 
couldn’t pay me. Last night I slept in the park. 
This morning I appeal to YOU. You, who owe 
your life to my sainted father 

Totten. MY life? I don’t quite get that. 

Brett. If my father had not saved your father, 
you would never have been born. 

ToTteEN. (With a start) ‘That’s so! What a 
narrow escape! Anything I can do, Mr. Brett 

Brett. (Very paimfully) Will—will you loan 
me some money? 

Totten. With pleasure. How much? 

Bretr. Fuf-fuf-fuf—twelve dollars. 

Totten. Twelve? Is THAT all you want? 

BretT. I was going to say fifteen, but I hadn’t 
the courage. (ToTTeEN produces a thick roll of 
greenbacks.) J don’t know when I can repay you. 

Totren. Don’t worry about that. (Scans roll.) 
Got change for a hundred? Of course—you 
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wouldn’t have. Oh, Ferguson—Ferguson 
(Shakes him.) 

Ancus. I object, Your Honor. 

TotteEN. Objection overruled. Wake up, Got 
change for a hundred? 

Ancus. No. (Settles bese 

Totten. (Yo Bretr) Oh, well—you can owe 
me a hundred as easily as twelve 

Brett. (Reaching for the bill he holds out) 
Oh, thank you—THANK you 


(Torren suddenly withdraws hand to BRetT?’s dis- 
may.) 


TotreEN. Wait! How would you like, instead 
of borrowing a hundred, to earn—to EARN, mind 
you—say—a thousand dollars? (With a little 
squeak Brett faints, crumpling back in his chair.) 
Knocked him cold, poor chap! Here—it’s all right. 
Come to (Shakes him.)  UHere—Fergu- 
son (Ancus snores.) Lord! They’re BOTH 
dead to the world. Here—wake up—both of you! 
(Alternately shakes them.) 

Brett. (Coming to, dazed) I seem to hear lit- 
tle birds singing 

Totren. No. What you hear is money talking. 

Brett. A thousand dollars! 

Totten. Cash in advance. 

Brett. How long would it take me to earn all 
that? 

Totten. Oh—about thirty days. (To ANcus.) 
That was the time mentioned, wasn’t it? 


(ANGUS snores.) 


Brett. But what must I do? 
Torten. (Airily) Nothing—just be yourselfi— 
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NO—you must be ME. Take my place. (Shouts.) 
Ferguson! 

Ancus. Eh? What? 

Totten. Wake up. I am offering my friend, 
Mr. Brett, a thousand dollars to impersonate me 
for the next thirty days. 

Ancus. To impersonate (Catches the 
point.) Oh, my goodness! You don’t mean 

TorTen. (Shutting him off) H’m—that is, of 
course, if he’s willing to do it. 

Brett. Willing! Why—for a thousand dollars 
I would—I would go to prison! 

ToTTeN. (Gayly) That’s the spirit! (To 
Ancus.) Draw up a legal contract—put in that 
little suggestion about jail—for value received Mr. 
Brett binds himself to impersonate me for thirty 
days—to accept all the consequences of said im- 
personation—everything that comes—good or bad 
—better or worse 

Brett. (With a start) Do—do I have to get 
married? 

Totren. (Reassuring him) Nothing as terrible 
as that. You understand, Ferguson—draw up an 
agreement—make him swear to it—you’re a 
notary 

Brett. (Bewildered) But—but —— 

ToTTEN. You can’t back out, now—here 
(Forces bill mto his hand.) Wundred on account 
eve you a check for the balance when you 

C2 oa 

Brett. Let me understand clearly: I am to im- 
personate you. Do I live here? 

Totten. Of course you do! 

Bretr. For the entire period of thirty days? 

TotteN. (Fencing) Well—now—you know 
how it is—here to-day and gone to-morrow.—Let 
the future take care of itself. If anybody asks your 
name you are Algernon Totten, under any and all 
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circumstances. If anybody hands you anything, you 
are to take it, whatever it is—as Algernon Totten. 

Brett. And you? What are you going to do? 

TorTen. I think I'll go fishing. You understand 
thoroughly? 

Brett. I think so. If anybody hands me any- 
thing I am to take it as Algernon Totten, whatever 
it may be. 

Totten. Exactly! Now run upstairs—get into 
any decent clothes you find that fit you. First 
flight—front. Take a shave—take a bath—and 
HURRY. I may have to leave at any moment. 
And while you’re changing Mr. Ferguson will draw 
up that agreement. (Hustles him to the stairs.) 
Front room-—hurry ! 

Brett. One thousand dollars! It seems like 
Heaven! (He exits upstairs.) 


(Torten executes a wild dance of exultation.) 


ToTTeEN. Hurrah! It seems like Heaven, in- 
deed! I’m saved—I won’t have to go to jail! I 
TOLD you I wouldn’t! 

Ancus. You are not treating that young man 
fairly. 

Totren. Paying him a thousand dollars 

Ancus. But he does not understand the position 
you are placing him in, 

Totten. Are you a lawyer or a moralist? You 
heard him say he’d willingly go to jail for a thou- 
sand. Well—we won’t disappoint him. He par- 
ticularly mentioned jail. 

Ancus. Still, I don’t like it. And let me ask: 
If he is to be Algernon Totten, who are YOU to be? 

Totten. I don’t care. Anybody at all. YOU 
think up a name for me. Make it an easy one— 
anything but John Smith. (Peeps out of window.) 
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That bloodhound is still there. (Shaking fist to- 
ward ceiling.) Oh—I WISH he’d hurry! 

Awncus. The more I consider this business the 
less I like it. 

Torren. Oh, jet up! It’s all your fault—you’re 
to blame. 

Awncus. My God! [? 

Totten. If you hadn’t wired me to come back 
to town at once, I’d never have bumped into that 
confounded magistrate’s confounded car! 

ANcus. You had to come back! The Jacobs 
crowd would have tricked you out of control of 
your business by noon to-day unless you came 
back 

ToTTeN. I can’t show up, as it is. Ill be ar- 
rested—a nice mess you’ve made. 

Ancus. (Jmpatiently) Give me a written power 
of attorney and go hide in your coal cellar, if you 
like. PLL stop their raid. 

ToTTteEN. You’re a-good chap, Ferguson, after 
all. 

Ancus. I have an ingrate for a client. I have 
sat up all night without a wink of sleep to save you 
from losing a fortune and you deliberately assert 
that it is all my fault! 

Totten. I didn’t mean to —— 

Ancus. Is it my fault that you are a speed 
maniac? <A reckless driver? 

Totten, I can’t drive any other way. 

Awncus. You need a steadying influence. Plenty 
of property—this fine house—no adequate respon- 
sibilities. A good wife would slow you down. 

ToTTtEN. I’ve never met the right girl. 

Ancus. You’ye met every girl in New York. 

Totten. I don’t like New York girls. Too so- 
phisticated. Give me a sweet, simple, wholesome, 
innocent little maid 

Ancus. Where will you find her? 
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Totten. (Rapturous) I don’t know. I can see 
her in my mind’s eye: About five feet two or three, 
hundred pounds or so; square little shoulders— 
trim little waist—neat little ankles 

Ancus. (Scoffing) You would marry a waist 
and a pair of ankles. 

ToTtteEN. Well? JI wouldn’t marry a girl with- 
out ’em. Say—hurry that power of attorney thing 
—and don’t forget that Brett agreement. Make him 
swear to it, mind. I THINK there’s a Bible in the 
library. (Door-bell rings. Totten jumps a foot.) 
Detective! Come to arrest me—and Brett isn’t 
ready! Oh—what shall I do! (Creeps stealthily 
to window and peeps out.) Women! Two of ’em. 

ANcus. Scrub women, perhaps. 

Totten. They LOOK like ladies. 

Ancus. (Consulting watch) Ladies do not call 
on a bachelor at 7 in the morning. It isn’t re- 
spectable. I am going home. 

Totten. Don’t you dare! Go see what they 
want, that’s a good attorney 

Ancus. (Jndignant) I have told you once and 
I repeat it 

TorTen. Oh—all right. I'll go. (He exits c. 
and L.) 


(Ancus produces note-book and begins to write.) 


Ancus. Know all men by these presents that I, 
John—Thomas—ERNEST—Ermest Brett do for 
the sum of one thousand dollars in hand paid —— 


TOTTEN, mystified, ushers on c. from L. Mrs. Kate 
BarLpon and her daughter, Kittie, im traveling 
gowns and carrying week-end bags.) 


TotreN. If you will wait here Mr. Totten will 
be down presently. 
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Aunt Kate. Is he an early riser? 

Kittie, (Noting condition of room) Looks as 
if he hadn’t gone to bed—yet. 

Aunt. (Seeing Paths botiles, etc.) Oh, 
my gracious! Does my nephew drink? 

Totten. (With a siart) Your—nephew? 

Aunt. JI am Algernon’s aunt, from Brattleboro, 
and this is my daughter, Kittie 

Totten. (Immediately the genial hosty Well! 
This IS a surprise! Welcome to the abode of Tot- 
ten. Why, didn’t you let me KNOW you were 
coming? 

Aunt. YOU? Who are you? | 

Totten. Why, I’m your—I? Oh, I’m Mr. Tot- 
ten’s—SECRETARY. And this is his attorney, 
Mr. Angus Ferguson. (ANGus starts, closing note- 
book.) Yes—this is his lawyer and I’m his secre- 
tary—I mean I’m Mr. Totten’s—not the attorney’s 
—secretary. (Smirks blandly at his fib.) 

Aunt. I didn’t get the name. 

Totten. The name? You didn’t get the name? 
The name is Totten. ; 

Kirtre. (With a giggle) We know Cousin 
Algernon’s name; but what’s yours? 

Totten. (Up in the air) Oh—I thought you 
wanted Mr. Totten’s name. 

Aunt. No. We want your name. 

Torten. Yes—I understand now. You want 
MY name. (A pause.) 

Kittie. What is it, please? 

Totten. MY name eG as ar Fergu- 
son, tell the ladies my nam 

Ancus. (Taken ack) ‘Eh? What? 

Totten. (Blandly) Introduce me. 

Ancus. This—permit me to present—(Some 
quick thinking.) to present Mr. Homer Judson, 

lotren. Oof! 
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Aunt and Kittie. (Bowing formally) Mr. 
Judson, 

Aunt. Have you been long with my nephew, 
Mr. Judson? 

ToTTeEN. Oh—for years. 

Kittie. How many? 

Torren. I—I can’t remember how many. 

AuNT. Has he been dissipating long? 

Totten. Who? 

Aunt. My nephew. 

Totten. I—HE doesn’t dissipate at all! 


(Aunt Kate, with a sniff, indicates botiles.) 


Kittie, Looks a little bit—sporty, doesn’t it? 

Ancus. This is not Mr. Totten’s doing. Fact is, 
we came in unexpectedly and found a female being 
entertained by Judson 

Kirttiz. A female? 

Aunt. By JUDSON? 

Kittie. (To Totren) Oh—then you are the 
sport. 

Totten. I am not a sport! 

Aunt. But this lawyer just said 

Ancus. Slight misunderstanding. I’m afraid I 
haven’t time to explain. Contract to prepare. (Go- 
ing up c.) YOU explain it, Judson. (He exits c. 
and RK. leaving TotteN flat. They stare at him.) 

ToTTEN. (Grinning, embarrassed) Nice day 

Aunt. Is there much more of—THIS in the 
house? (Indicating champagne.) 

ToTTtEN. (Cordially) A cellar full. Have 
some ? 

Aunt. (Outraged) Sir! I am an officer of the 
W.C. T. U. Do J LOOK like a person who would 
drink liquor, or smoke—these things? (Touches 
@ cigarette on the floor with her toe.) 

Totten. No, ma’am. You don’t. 
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Aunt. But my nephew, I fear 
TotTEN. He’s a model young man. Really 
Aunt. With a cellar full of liquor? 
Ki1tiz. 1927 model. 

Aunt. As his secretary you probably know 
something of my nephew’s business affairs. 

Totten. I know all about them. 

Aunt. (A litile eagerly) Then tell me, in con- 
fidence—I’m his aunt, you know—are the stocks 
of the Totten corporation as good as the BONDS? 

TottTeEN. No. We passed our last stock divi- 
dend 

Aunt. (Severely) I know you did! 

ToTTreN. But that was to increase our facilities. 
Stock’s GOOD, you know—but it’s way down just 
now. Now the BONDS ! (Kisses Ins fin- 
gers.) Good as gold and paying interest like clock- 
work. 

Aunt. (Greedy smile) Thanks, I am glad we 
came, Kittie. 

ToTTtEN. (Anziously) Going to stay long? 

Aunt. We hope to start for home this afternoon. 

Totten. Good! (They start at this.) Very 
unhealthy in New York. Epidemics—grip-— 
measles—not like Brattieboro. You’re wise to go 
right back 

Kittie. Well! I hope Cousin Algernon’s wel- 
come will be more cordial than his hired man’s. 


(Brett starts down stairway, shaved and in good 
clothes. ) 


Aunt. Ah—here is Algernon! I would know 
him anywhere! (Brett reaches bottom of stairs 
and stands c. mystified by presence of the ladies.) 
You DEAR boy! (Aunt Kate kisses him, to his 
consternation. ) 

Bretr. (Drawing back) I beg your pardon? 
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Aunt. (Reproachfully) Don’t you remember 
me? 

Brett. I am afraid not. 

Aunt. To be sure, you were a baby the last time 
you saw me. 

TotTren. That would account for it. 

Aunt. But I would know you anywhere! He 
has the Baildon nose, hasn’t he, Kittie? (BRETT 
feels of his nose, gingerly.) But the Whitaker eyes! 
Oh, decidedly the Whitaker eyes. 


(Brett blinks.) 


Kittie. (Critically staring at him) I think his 
chin is more Whitaker than his eyes. 

Brett. (Rubbing his chin) I have just shaved. 
Will you pardon me if I ask whom I have the 
honor of addressing? 

Aunt. I am your Aunt Kate Baildon. (Kisses 
him again.) 

Brett. Oh—are you? 

Aunt. And this is your cousin Kittie. 

Brett. (Immediately falling for KittrE) My 
—Cousin Kittie? 

Kittiz. (Demurely) Yes, Algernon. 

Brett. (With enthusiasm) How DO you do, 
Cousin Kittie! (Kisses her heartily.) 

ToTTeEN. (Sourly) And he’s a minister’s son! 

Brett. (Holding Kaittie’s hand, tenderly) 
How have you been since I saw you last? 

Kittie. (Falling for Brett) When you saw me 
last I—wasn’t born yet. (BRETT starts.) 

Aunt. When your dear mother brought you as 
a baby to Brattleboro, Kittie was not yet in exist- 
ence. In fact, I wasn’t married. 

Brett. That explains everything. And so this 
is Cousin Kittie! (Kisses her again.) 

Aunt. (Coming between them) Children! 
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Cousins mustn’t be too affectionate. It isn’t eu- 
genic. (She continues her scrutiny.) Now that 
I look at you closely—which side of the house does 
he resemble most, Kittie? 

Brett. Do I look like a house? 

Totten. (Explosively) Ha! Rotten joke. 


(They stare at him. He subsides.) 


Kittie. I say—have you breakfasted? 

Brett. (Earnestly) Not recently. 

Aunt. Good! Our train got in at an unearthly 
hour ih Kittie wanted to go to a restaurant, but 
u said “no.” Do you remember, Kittie? I said 

“no 

Kare (Her eyes on Brett) Yes, Mother. 

Aunt. I said: “ Why go to a restaurant? Dear 
Algernon will surely not have breakfasted yet and 
we can have a delightful little family breakfast to- 
gether.” Those were my words, I believe, Kittie? 

Kittie. (Eyes still on Brett) Your very 
words. 

Brett. Good idea. We'll have breakfast now. 
(To Totten.) Is it ready? 

TotteN. Ready? No. The cook’s discharged. 

Brett. (Annoyed) Dear me. Who presumed 
to discharge the cook? 

Totten. (Bristlng) 1 did. What have you 
to say to it? 

Aunt. (Severely) JUDSON! 

Brett. (Puzzled) Judson? (Looks at Tor- 


-) 
Aunt. Is that the way to speak to your em- 


Brett. (Tumbling) Yes—is that the way to 
speak to your—employer? (Grins.) 

Totten. I-—I beg your pardon. (Grits his 
teeth.} 
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Bretr. (Airily) Don’t let it happen again, 
Jackson. 

Kirtiz. He SAID his name was Judson. 

Brett. Of course—I’m afraid I’m not quite 
awake yet. 

Kittie. If the cook is discharged, how can we 
have breakfast? 

Aunt. Let the maid prepare it. 

ToTttEN. MAID? This is a bachelor’s home. 

Kittic. Very proper, too. (Zo ToTTeN.) Sup- 
pose YOU get it? 

Totten. (Aghast) What—ME? Get break- 
fast? 

Brett, Certainly. Since you took it upon your- 
self to discharge the cook, you may take it upon 
yourself to get breakfast, Johnson. 

Aunt. Judson. 

Brett. Of course—Judson. 


(Enter ANcus c. from R.) 


Ancus. That contract is all ready 

ToTTeEN. Fine! (Commandingly to BReEtTT.) 
You sign on the dotted line and 

Aunt. Upon my word! Nice way for a secre- 
tary to address his employer! 

Brett, (Severely) You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, Olson. 

Totten. Olson! Do I look like a Swede? 

Brett. (To the ladies) I have a paper to sign 
—business matter—I’ll be right back. (To Tor- 
TEN.) Come—er—er 

Totten. JUDSON. 

Brett. (Calmly) That is what I was going to 
say. Good-bye, Auntie (Shakes hands ear- 
nestly.) And Cousin Kittie! GOOD-bye, Cousin 
Kittie! (They kiss.) Vil be right back. (Exits 
c. and R. ANGus and TOTTEN go up.) 
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Totten. See him kissing her? 

Ancus. She seemed to enjoy it. 

TorteN. Well—I didn’t! (They exeunt c 
and 8.) 

Kittirz. (Ecstatic sigh) Isn’t he a DARLING! 

Aunt. (Reproachfully) I am afraid you like 
your cousin entirely too well. 

Kittie. Well—he likes me, too. 

Aunt. That is evident. But remember—you 
are first cousins! 

Kittie. (Ruefully) Yes—I know 

Aunt. He seems a charming young man and his 
income must be enormous. But you must not fall 
sn love with him. It isn’t eugenic. 

Katie. (Drifting to the window) Oh—bother 
eugenics! (Stares out, dolefully.) I wish I hadn’t 
come! 

Aunt. We return home this afternoon. 

Kittie. (Turning impulsively) Oh, Mother! 
Let’s stay a month! 

Aunt. Impossible! We haven’t the clothes— 
we return this afternoon, (KITTIE makes a wry 
face and agoin stares out of window.) I can’t make 
you out—first you’re sorry you came and then 

Kittie. A boy’s left a newspaper. 

Aunt. Do get it. It will take my mind off of 
breakfast. I am dreadfully hungry. 

Kirtir. (Goimg toc.) Hungry! I’m famished! 
(Exits candi. Aunt Kate fills in by looking about 
in disapproval. Smells cigarette cabinet—wry face— 
touches champagne bottle, disgusted. KiTTIE re- 
turns with a newspaper.) Here. (Hands paper to 
Aunt Kater, who sits comfortably to read.) 

Aunt. Well! I don’t think much of the New 
York papers. 

Kirtizr. (Busying herself tidying up the place) 
Don’t you? SOMEBODY reads them. 

Aunt. Nothing in this—not a thing—but news. 
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(Turns a page with difficuliy.) What a damp pa- 
er! 

Kirtie. Mother! And you an officer of the W. 

OAs eR ats 

Aunt. (Engrossed) Well? 

Kittie. You called it a damn paper. 

Aunt. (Same bus.) It is.. VERY damp. 
Scandals—murders 

Kittie, Oh—I thought you swore. 

Aunt. (Stil turning pages) 1 never swear, 
dear—you ought to know that Oh—“Among 
the Books.” (Settles with a smile of satisfaction 
to read.) 

Kittie. “Damp paper.” Tll have to remember 


that ( Giggles. ) 
Aunt. (Eyes on a@ paragraph) How very 
strange! 


Kittie. What? 

Aunt. An author has disappeared! 

Kittie. Only one? What a pity. 

Aunt. Kittie! His book is having an enormous 
sale. It’s called “ The Scapegoat.’ Have we heard 
of it? 

Kittie. (Trying to recall) Who is the author? 

Aunt. Ernest Brett. 

Kittiz. (Repeating and trying to think) Ernest 
Brett? 

Aunt. The publisher of the book is trying to 
find him because (She drifts off into the 
article.) 


(Brett breezes on c. from R.) 


Brett. Back again! How do you do, Auntie— 
and Kittie—COUSIN Kittie (Goes to her, 
she puts up her lips.) 

Aunt. Children! (They don’t kiss.) Vve just 
been reading 
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Brett. —And I’ve just been writing! Signed 
a contract that means a thousand dollars 
Aunt. Here is a most interesting article 
about 

Kittie. Where is your man? 

Brett. My man? Oh, he’s in the kitchen, getting 
breakfast. 

Aunt. (Laying paper on table) Breakfast! 

Kittie. I’m starved! 

Aunt. Soam JI. I hope he is a good cook. 

Brett. Who? Thompson? 

Aunt. JUDSON. You don’t seem to remember 
his name very well. 

Brett. Only had him a few days 

Kittie. Oh! He said he had been with you for 
YEARS! 

Brett. I must speak to him about his reckless 
statements. 

Aunt. And his impertinence. Why don’t you 
discharge him? 

Brett. Oh, I can’t do that. 

Kittie. Afraid of him? 

Brett. Yes—that is, no. You wouldn’t under- 
stand 

Aunt. I’m afraid I DO understand. He de- 
fends you in your wicked, downward course 
(Indicates bottles.) Oh, Algernon! Be warned in 
time. 

Totten. (Appears R., an apron tied around his 
neck, a smudge of flour on his face) Breakfast is 
ready! 

Att THREE. Oh! Breakfast! 


(TotreN gets out of apron and crosses to KItTIE, 
who is about to take BRETT’s arm.) 


Totren. Escort your Auntie, Mr. Totten. 


36 FAST WORKERS ACT I 


(BRETT, with a look at him, offers arm to AUNT 
Kate. The two couples start r., Brett and 
Aunt Kate leading. Door-bell rings.) 


Brett. Judson—answer the bell. Come, dear 
Kittie! 


(Kittie takes Brett’s other arm and the three 
exeunt R., leaving TOTTEN staring after them, 
disgruntled. He tiptoes to window and looks 
out, cautiously. What he sees gives him sav- 
age pleasure. The bell rings again.) 


Bretr’s Voice. (Off R.) Are you going to an- 
swer that bell? 

Totten. (With great fervor) You—bet—I— 
am! (He exultantly makes for c., going L. as the 
curtain falls.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT II 


Same set. No lapse of time. 


(Totten backs on c. from wt. followed by Mc- 
CLUTCHY.) 


McCiutcHy. No shenannigan, now—I know this 
—now Totten’s here. 

Totten. (Gleefully) Oh, yes—he’s HERE! 

McCuiutcuy. I thought so. That other guy lied 
—the one that went out by the basement. Who 
was that guy? 

ToTteEN, He—oh, he was a servant. 

McCiutcuy. I—thought so. Who are YOU? 

Totten. I am Mr. Totten’s secretary. 

McCiutcuy. His secretary, huh? What’s your 
name? 

Totten. Judson. What’s yours? 

McCiutcuy. Never mind my name, Mr. Jud- 
son. (Looks at him closely.) You must of shaved 
in the dark. 

Totten. What makes you say that? 

McCiutcHy. Got too much talcum on. (TorT- 
TEN dusts his face with his fingers.) Now. then— 
where’s this—now—Totten? 

Totten. Oh—do you want Mr. Totten? 

McCiutcuy. That’s what I’m here for. 

Totten. He’s at breakfast. 

McCiurcuy. (Hungrily) Breakfast! I ain’t 
had MINE yet. You go get this Totten. I got to 
see him right away. Important—AND private. 

Totten. J’ll fetch him immediately. Won't you 
sit down? 


37 
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McCuiutcHy. You bet I will. (Sinks into 
chair.) Seems like I been standing seven hours. 

Totten. (At doorr) Whom shall I say wishes 
to see Mr. Totten? 

McCiutcuy. Never mind. Just tell him to come 
quick, or I'll go get him. 

Torren. (With an amiable grin) I will tell him 
just that! (Exits r. with a little skip of joy.) 


(McCiutcxy stealthily helps himself to a glass of 
champagne and barely escapes detection as 
Brett enters R., a napkin in ns hand. Tot- 
TEN follows, tickled.) 


Brett. Good-morning, sir. 

McCiutcHy. (Rising) Your name Totten? 

Brett. (With a glance at ToTTeEN) Yes—my 
name is Totten. I am to take whatever you hand 
me 

McCuiutcuy. What I got to hand you is private 
—AND confidential. Now, this guy here 
(Indicates TottEN.) He’s your secretary, ain’t he? 

Brett. He is. 

McCuiutcuy. I—thought so. Name’s Judson, 
ain’t it? 

Brett. Yes—he’s Judson. 

McCiutcuy. I—thought so. 

Totten. (Irritated by McCiutcuy’s bogus 
shrewdness) I told you myself it was. 

McCiutcuy. Never mind what you told me. 
Beat it. 

Torten. Beat it? 

McCuutcuy. Get out. My business with your 
boss is private and confidential. 

Totten. (Serevely) Oh, all right. (Shakes 
ang earnestly with BRETT.) Good-bye, Mr. TOT- 

N 


Brett. But I am not going away —— 
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TotteEN. Oh—AREN’T you! Ha-—ha 
(Overcome with mirth.) He says he’s not going 
away! Remember what I said? ‘“ Here to-day and 
gone to-morrow!” Ta—ta (Kisses fingers at 
astonished BRETT and skips off R.) 

McCiutcuy. What’s the matter with your sec- 
retary? Bughouse? (Brett shrugs his shoulders, 
bewildered.) Now then. Are we alone? 

Brett. Why, yes—certainly. 

McCuiutcuy. Can’t be too sure. (Looks about 
on tiptoe, behind draperies, etc. Then tiptoes down 
to the marvelling Brett.) I got a message for you 
—(Winks and nods.) from Hizzoner. 

Brett. (Puzzled) Hizzoner? 

McCiutcuy. Magistrate Sheldon. 

Brett. Oh, indeed? 

McCuiutcuy. Now, listen close. (Emphasizes 
the following by pokwmg a forefinger at BretT’s 
chest.) Magistrate Sheldon says that if you’ll keep 
your mouth shut about—you know—he won’t pro- 
ceed against you. Get that? 

Brett. Why should Magistrate Sheldon proceed 
against me? 

McCiutcHy. Come out of it. Don’t try that 
innocent game with me. 

Brett. But—why? 

McCiutcuy. Oh, all right; if you want to play 
ring-around-a-rosie. Because you sideswiped his 
car this mornin’ and dam near turned him turtle. 

Brett. (Amazed) I dam near—excuse me— 
turned the Magistrate turtle? 

McCuutcHy. Him and his lady. 

Brett. His lady? Oh, come now, I wouldn’t 
turn a lady turtle. 

McCrutcHy. Naw—you wouldn’t but you dam 
near did. 

Brett. I assure you 

McC.iutcHy. Assure me nothin’. We got the 
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goods on you. And you know what’s ahead of you, 
this time! 

Brett. What is ahead of me this time? 

McCtiutcny. Thirty days in the hoosegow. 

Brett. The WHT gow? 

McCiutcHy. The hoosegow. And you’re a 
pretty lucky stiff to get out of it so easy. You 
won’t even have to pay for repairs on his car. All 
you gotta do is keep your mouth shut! 

Brett. Keep my mouth shut about WHAT? 

McCiutcuy. About the whole business. See? 
Forget it—that’s all—forget it—especially about the 
LADY: 

Brett. What lady? 

McCiutcuy. The lady who was ridin’ with the 
Magistrate. 

Brett. Oh—his wife. 

McCiutcuy. That’s the little joker. The lady 
WASN'T his wife! 

Brett. Dear me! 

McCiutcuy. NOW do you get the dope? 

Brett. It would seem that T collided with Mag 
istrate Sheldon’s car and the lady with him was not 
his wife. 

McCiutcHy. At 6:30 in the mornin’. That’s 
why you are to keep your trap shut. Is it a go? 
Will you keep mum? 

Brett. Oh, certainly. I will keep mum. 

McCiutcuy. Mighty lucky guy, you are. Only 
thing that saves you from doin’ time is the lady —— 

Brett. —who was not his wife. 

McCuutcny. That’s it. Not a word to anybody. 
You gotta make that lawyer keep mum, too. 

Brett. That lawyer? 

McCuiutcuy. The lawyer who was with you 
wher you done it. Tell him not to squeal. And 
don’t say nothin’ to that Judson guy, either. He 
looks like the gabby kind. Promise? | 
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Brett. I promise. (McCiutcuy goes up c.) 
McCiutcuy. THAT’S settled. Remember: 
One word out of you, or your lawyer—and thirty 
days in the hoosegow 
BreTT. —the hoosegow 
McCiutcuy. That’s what I said. Lucky guy! 
(Nod, wink and exit c. and. Door heard to slam.) 
eee So—THAT is why he offered me a thou- 
san 


(ToTTEN hurries on from R., making for c. He is 
astonished to see BRETT.) 


Totten. Hello—YOU still here? 

Brett. No thanks to you. 

Totten. When [ heard the door slam I thought 
sure 

Bretr. —that I had been taken to prison in your 
stead. 

Totten. (Defensively) Well? You SAID 
you’d go to prison for a thousand dollars. 

Brett. I did not mean it literally. 

TottEN. How was I to know that? Youw’re a 
literary man—you ought to mean what you say lit- 
erarily—and that’s what you said. But you are 
NOT in jail. How does THAT happen? 

Brett. He—I—that is—he had no warrant. 

TotteN. Oh! And you refused to go without 
a warrant? Stood on your rights? Bright boy. 

Breit. Thank you. 

TottEN. Won’t do you any good. He’s gone 
for a warrant—and you stay right here! 

Brett. I fully intend to stay right here. 

Totren. Man of honor! I won’t forget it. 
What—er—what did he SAY? 

Brett. He mentioned something about thirty 
days—in the hoosegow. What is a hoosegow? 
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TotTeN. A hoosegow? It’s—well—it’s a sort of 
place—a small place inside of a larger place 

Brett. In other words—a prison cell. (Re- 
proachfully.) And you would deliberately consign 
me to a prison cell! 

ToTTEN. You agreed to take whatever came to 
you in my name—good or bad. You've taken an 
oath. 

Brett. I have taken an oath 

Totten. As a clergyman’s son you cannot vio- 
late your oath! 

Brett. I have no intention of doing anything of 
the sort. 

ToTtreEN. You see—l’m a very busy man—big 
responsibilities—I COULDN'T go to jail—but you 
—well, you didn’t seem to have much to do—and 
I’m paying you well 

Brett. I quite get your point of view. Say no 
more. (He smiles benignantly.) 

Totten. (Looking at him, puzzled) You seem 
to accept the situation pretty cheerfully 

Brett. I accept whatever comes—in your name. 


(Enter AuNnT Kate and Kittie R., looking grim.) 


TotteEN. Hello! Finished breakfast? 

Aunt. (With a snort) Breakfast! 

Kittie. We couldn’t eat a mouthful of it. 

Totten. (Crestfallen} Oh—didn’t you like it? 

Kittir. Where did YOU learn to cook? 

Totten. (Modestly) I didn’t learn. It’s a gift. 
(The ladies snort.) What was the matter with the 
breakfast? HE was eating it. (Jndicating BRETT.) 

Aunt. He has an abnormal appetite 
(Lifting champagne bottie.) And I know why! 
This bottle is much lighter than it was a while ago. 

Brett. I have not touched a drop! (Aunt 
Kate doesn’t believe it.) Smell my breath. (She 
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declines to smell his breath.) YOU smell it, 
Kittie. (KITTIE gets the kiss she expects.) 

Aunt. Children! 

Kittie. He is innocent. 

Aunt. I just saw him with my own eyes 

Kittie. Innocent of champagne. (Joims her 
mother who scolds her aside.) 

ToTTEN. You're a pretty fast worker. Remem- 
ber: She’s MY cousin—not yours! 

Brett. (Suavely) I swore to take whatever 
was handed to me 

Totten, B-r-r-r-r 
gesture of desperation.) 

Aunt. It isn’t eugenic, I tell you. JUDSON! 
Where are you going? 

Totten. To get my breakfast. 

Kittie. While you are about it, wash your face. 


(He starts R. with a 


(TorTEN, puzzled, touches his face. At door R. he 
turns with an ingratiating smile.) 


ToTTeEN. What time do you people want lunch- 
eon? 
Att THREE. (With a groan) Luncheon! 


(ToTTeN ducks off R.) 


Aunt. That Judson man is impossible! And 
you, Algernon—you are not at all what you used 
to be 

Kittrr. —when he was a baby? 

Aunt. That will do, Miss! You are behaving 
disgracefully! Wine will account for Algernon’s 
behavior 

Brett. I never drank a drop of wine in my life! 

Aunt. Your cellar is full of it—and ciga- 
rettes (Picking one up from floor and apos- 
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ivophizmg it.) Nasty—vile cigarettes (Drops 
it.) 
Kirtiz, —that they sent to our poor boys in 


France and made them lose the war 
Aunt. I am sorry I brought you to New York! 
Kittie. I’m not. 

Aunt. And you have GOT to stop kissing your 
cousin 

Kittir. I didn’t kiss him! He kissed me 

Aunt. Kittie! 

Kittie. (Changing the subject) This room is 
a sight! (Starts tidying the table. Grabs up news- 
paper.) 

Aunt. Don’t destroy that paper! I want to read 
about that mysterious disappearance. 

Brett. (Polite interest) A mysterious disap- 
pearance? 

Aunt. Yes—it tells all about how a (Bell 
rings.) Who is that? 

Brett. It is somebody ringing the door-bell. 
You were saying—about a mysterious disappear- 
ance? 

Aunt. It’s most interesting. It seems that a 
certain (Bell rings again.) Kittie—go see 
who it is? 

Kittir. Yes, Mother. (Looks out of window.) 
It’s a girl! (Jealous look at BRetv.) 

Aunt. A girl? Calling at THIS hour of the 
morning? Oh—Algernon! What NEXT, I won- 
der? 

Kittie. (Almost in tears) She’s young—and 
pretty! 

Brett. I don’t know any girl—I assure you I 
don’t (Bell rings.) 

Aunt. Why don’t you admit her? 

Kittie. Yes—if you are not afraid—WE are 
only your relatives (Bell rings furiously and 
Brett hurries off c. and tL.) Obh—Mother! 
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Aunt. I told you and I warned you—you 
MUST not fall in love with your own cousin—a 
young man of evil habits if he IS my dead broth- 
er’s son 


(Door slams, shutting up AUNT KaTE. BRETT ap- 
pears c. from L.) 


Brett. (Triumphantly) A young lady is ask- 
ing to see Mr. JUDSON! 


(Enter c. from L., MiLuie Davis, a little timid, but 
defiant. A sweet little thing, beuwnrtchingly 
gowned m a glorification of “hick” style. She 
carries a large bundle in brown paper and a 
small parcel.) 


Aunt and Kittizc. Mr. Judson? 

Mituir. Yes. HOMER Judson. I have come 
to marry him. (A sensation.) 

Kittie. To MARRY him? 

Mitiic. (With a giggle) Isn’t it ro-mantic! I 
wrote him I was unhappy at home and the dear, 
darling man answered right back and told me to 
come to him. So last night I did up a bundle and 
climbed down my window with a sheet—just like 
the movies—and I took a train and—here I am! 
(Happy sigh.) It’s the right address, isn’t it? Mr. 
Judson LIVES here? 

Brett. Oh, yes—hé lives here, 

Mituir. I thought he’d meet me at the deepot, 
but then I remembered I hadn’t told him what train 
—and it was an awfully big deepot. So I had some 
breakfast 

Kirtte. Mother! She had some breakfast! 

Mire. But just in case, I brought my 
lunch 

Aunt. (Eyes up, prayerfully) Lunch! 
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Mituiz. Isn’t New York a perfectly e-normous 
town? I’m from Rutland. 

Kittiz. Vermont? (MILLIE nods.) Mother— 
she’s from Vermont. 

Aunt. (Hungry eyes on MILtuie’s two pack- 
ages) Which, may I ask, is your luncheon? 

Mitute. (Holding small parcel up) This. 

Aunt. (Disappointed) Oh—I thought perhaps 
it was the other 

Mitiiz. That’s my trousseau. WHERE is Mr. 
Judson? He ought to be here to greet his bride! 

Brett. He'll be here presently. 

Kittiz. So you’re from Rutland. WE are from 
Brattleboro 

Miturr. Vermont? (Alarmed.) You're not 
going to send me back? I won't go! I want to 
live my own life! And Homer wrote Oh, 
don’t send me back! 

Aunt. (Taking her in charge and incidentally 
getting possession of the small parcel) We have 
no interest in sending you back, my dear. We 
don’t even know who you are—but you DO seem 
rather young to marry 

Mixiiz. I’m sixteen going on seventeen. Last 
year of high school. I guess that’s old enough! 
(To Brett.) Please tell Mr. Judson I’m here. I’m 
crazy to see him and when he knows I am here I 
bet he’ll be crazy, too! He will fly to me on wings 
of love. He wrote that in a letter, but he’s very 
busy, so I’m flying to him on wings of love, instead. 


(Enter Torten, face clean, R.) 


Totten. I found out what ailed the coffee. I 
forgot to grind it. (MILLIE turns at ihe sound of 
his voice. At sight of him she gives a little squeal 
and jumps up and down, clapping her hands. ‘Tor- 
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TEN stares at her, puzzled. He takes a step for- 
ward.) I—beg your pardon—aren’t you well? 

Minuir. Oh—HOMER! My Homer! (Rushes 
to him and jumping up gets her arms about his 
neck, to his uiter amazement. He frees himself 
and stares again. ) 

ToTTeN. I say, you know 

Miu. Aren’t you glad to see me? 

Totten. I admit you are easy to look at. But— 
what's the idea? 

Brett. She was flying to you on wings of love. 

Totten. Wings of—say! What IS this? 

Miu. (Wailing) Ho-mer! Don’t you love 
me? 

Brett. That’s the question. Don’t you love her? 

Totten. Love her? I never saw her before! 

Aunt. (Jncredulously) Ob—come now ! 

Totten. (To Mitte) Did I? Did I ever in 
my life see you before? 

Mitiic. Well—you got my photograph. 

Totten. I did not! 

Mitte. Oh, you big story-teller! You WROTE 
me you got it! And you sent me YOUR photo- 
graph—so there! 

Totten. Little girl! How CAN you fib so? 

Mitre. (Generally) He did so! I have it 
here! (She produces photo from her bodice and 
holds it out. AuNT Kate takes it and compares it 
to ToTTEN. ) 

Aunt. It is certainly Judson’s photograph. (To 
Miturz.) But do you mean to say that you never 
before saw your future husband? 

Totten. (Astounded) Future WHAT? 

Mitr. No—but we made love by mail. 
Wasn’t it ro-mantic! He sent me his picture and 
I sent him MINE 

Totten. Of all the ——! 

Miiure. And you GOT it! You wrote back 
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that I had the sainted face of a Madonna with a 
flower-like smile that glorified the Universe—and 
you spelled Madonna wrong 

Totten. I didn’t 

Mir. You did so—you spelled it with one N. 

TorTen. I never wrote at all. I COULDN’T 
write such tommyrot 

Mitur. (Wailing) He calls his beautiful let- 
ters tommyrot! 

Totten. And I never received any photo- 
graph (MiLLie catches sight of the torn 
pieces on table and picks one up. She screams.) 
Stop that awful racket! 

Mitiic. Oh—oh—my picture—that he says he 
never got! And he tore it in two pieces! Oh— 
H-o-m-e-r! (She is semi-hysterical. Kittie takes 
her m charge.) 

Kittie. There, now—don’t worry. We will see 
that you get your rights. (Glares at TotteN. Puts 
pieces of photo together.) If you never saw this, 
what is it doing here? 

Aunt. (Who has been picking gingerly at the 
parcel) Oh—the string’s come undone! 


(A great light breaks on TottEN who has been 
puzzling. ) 


Totren. Ah-ha! (This focusses attention.) I 
see it all! This is the dastardly work of Judson! 
Kittie. Of course it is. I knew that all along. 
Brett. He ought to know—since he is Judson. 
Totten. I—I mean—when I say Judson—I am 
referring to another man with the same name 
Brett. —who lives at the same address? 
Kittie. —and wears the same face? 
ToTren. Yes—er—that is 
Brett. (With sad reproach) You'll have to do 
better than that. 
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Mitur. (Wailing) He gets me to run away 
from home and then he says he is not him! 
(Screws up her face.) 

Totten. See here, little girl 

Mituir. You wrote me the most be-yewtiful 
letters! 

Bretr. All but the spelling. 

Totten. See here—I can explain all this. 

Kittie. If you can you’re a wonder! 

Aunt. Very well—explain. 

Totten. (Angrily) Not to YOU; but to this 
poor, deceived child. Ferguson—where IS Fergu- 
son? 

Brett. In the library. 

TotteN. (Zo MiuiE) Come to the library. 

Miiuie. (Jumping up) Yes, Homer. 

Totren. Don’t call me Homer! 

Mitiir. (Poutimg) Oh, all right, Mr. Judson. 

TotTeN. Don’t call me JUDSON! 

Mitute. Well—for goodness sakes—what shall 
I call you? 

Aunt. You might cail him a base deceiver and 
a denier of obvious facts. No need to spirit off 
your victim. Kittie and I will retire. (Zo Brett.) 
Algernon—show us to some room where we can 
remove the stain of travel. (BRETT stands mus- 
img.) Algernon! 

Brett. Eh? Oh, yes 
Which room do you suggest? 

Kittige. Why ask HIM? Isn’t this your house? 

Brett. Yes—I get everything—good or bad 


(To Torren.) 


(He picks up the two week-end bags the ladies 
brought im Act I.) 


Aunt. I don’t understand you at all. (They are 
at foot of stairs.) Why—this isn’t a lunch-box— 
(The paper has come off the small parcel.) it is 
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nothing but a book! (She tosses it disdainfully 
into the room.) 

Miu. I must have picked up the wrong pack- 
age on the train. 

Aunt. Careless of you. Come, Kittie. Al- 
gernon, lead the way. 


(Brett mounts stairs with bags, followed by AUNT 
Kate and Kittre, Totten and MILLIE con- 
front each other.) 


Mitte. (Reproachfully) You're not a bit like 
your lul—letters (Screws up her face m 
tears.) 

Totten. Don’t cry—that’s a good child. 

Mititie. (Snapping) Wm NOT a _ good 
child 

Totten. I stand corrected. BAD child, since 


you insist 
Miture. I’m not a child at all! You are 
CRUEL — (Blubbers.) 


Totten. Please don’t cry. You've no idea how 
ugly you look—face all tied up (She is in- 
dignant.) You look quite pretty when you 
smile (She smiles.) There! That’s ever so 
much better! 

Mituie. Kiss me, Homer. (He hops back.) 

ToTTEN. See here—we must have an under- 
standing. A very serious mistake has been made. 
It isn’t YOUR fault and it isn’t mine. It is the 
doing of a bad, wicked man. 

Mixture. Are you a bad, wicked man? 

ToTTeNn., Certainly not. Um—let’s talk it over. 
(She sits on couch R. He stands c.) What ever 
possessed you to come to New York? 

Miu. As if you didn’t know. I came be- 
cause you told me to. (He makes a gesture of 
protest.) And then, of course, your picture set- 
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tled it. It was such a HANDSOME picture! 
(Totten preens a bit.) I think your picture is 
much handsomer than YOU are. (He comes out 
of it.) And on top of all that, I was SO unhappy 
at home. 

TotteN. Why unhappy? 

Mitr. My father went and married my step- 
mother. 

Totten. Married your—oh, I catch the idea. 

Miiuie. And she was cruel. 

TorTreN. Cruel to your father? 

Miri. No—to me (Screws up her 
face.) 

Totten. Poor child! What did she do? 

Mitiie. One day, when Papa was out of town, 
she re-fused to pay my fine. 

ToTTteN. (Nervous start) Your FINE? Fine 
for WHAT? 

-Miture. For speeding. 

Torren. For SPEEDING? (Stands staring at 
her a minute, then abruptly goes over and sits be- 
side her, much interested.) Tell me all about it! 

Mitutr. Papa is the biggest automobile man in 
Rutland. He has a show room and two garages. 

TotTEN. (Almost cuddling) What does he 
charge for gas? 

Miiire. I don’t know. All he can get. Well— 
he lets me limber up all his new cars. 

Totten. You DRIVE? 

Mitite. I won the fifty-mile race for lady chauf- 
feurs at the county fair. Did it in thirty-seven 
minutes flat. 

TotTen. Fifty miles in thirty-seven minutes. 
(Hunches a little closer.) What car did you drive? 

Mitire. A Jabberwock. 

Totten. That’s no car! Ever drive a Penguin? 

Miu. (Lighting up) Yes! It was a BIRD! 
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ToTTEN. I have a Penguin that I can tune up to 
eighty-nine miles an hour. 

Mitire. Heavenly! Let ME run it! I just 
can’t drive slow! (They are close together on 
couch.) 

Totten. Neither can I! What do they make 
fast engines for, if you can’t speed ’em up? 

Miure. That’s what I say! But Rutland is such 
a jay town! Why—they won't let you do forty 
miles in their old streets! 

Totren. Awful! 

Mitte. Isn’t it! And every time the darn old 
justice of the peace needs a little change he has me 
pinched. HE gets half the fine. 

Totten. Graft! What does he nick you? 

Miu. A dollar and costs. 

TotteEN. What! MY last fine was two hundred! 
I guess I’ll move to Rutland. 

Mitre. Let’s! We'll tear that village wide 
open ! 

Torten. WE will? (Moves away a bit.) 

Miuiz. One day Papa had to go to Bellows Falls 
and the constable ran me in, so of course I sent for 
Mamma. 

ToTTeEN. Step-mamma. 

Miuurrz. (With tremendous seriousness) And 
she re-FUSED to pay my fine! 

ToTTEN. Isn’t that just like a step-mamma! 

Mitre. They were going to send me to jail 

Totten. (Start) My God—to JAIL! 

Mitiie. But the constable came to my rescue 
and paid the fine himself. 

ToTteN. (With great rehef) Wurrah! 

Mitur. (Grimly) Well—I told Mamma just 
what I thought of her! 

ToTTEN. Quite right! 

Miiuir. And she blabbed to Papa when he came 
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home and—(Begins to blubber.) he wouldn’t let 
me DRIVE ANY MORE! 

Totren. There, now—don’t cry—and you can 
drive my Penguin. 

Miu. (Drying her eyes) Is it a twelve? 

TotTeN. No. An eight. Runs smoother than 
a twelve. 

Mitiie. Oh—it does not! 

Totten. I’ve driven both—I ought to know. 


(Both rise in the heat of a jumbled argument.) 


Miturz. An eight isn’t in it with a twelve! 

TotteN. Nonsense! A twelve gets out of whack 
if you give it a cross look, while an eight 

Mitiiz. An eight’s a lemon! A twelve purrs 
like a kitten and when you step on the gas ! 
(Ecstatic sigh.) Ob—pickles! 

Totren. (Sarcastically) Perhaps you know 
more about cars than J do? Huh! 

Mituie. Of course I do. Does YOUR father 
run two garages? 

Torten. No—but I’ve owned a dozen cars 
and 


(BRETT appears on stairs coming down. They see 
him and the argument stops.)~ 


Brett. Is everything satisfactorily explained? 

Mir. Explained? (With a gasp.) Oh—I 
forgot! 

ToTTrEN. I’ve been too busy. (Bret? picks up 
the hat TotteEN wore in Act I.) Here! That’s 
MY hat! 

Brett. YOUR hat? (Looks imside.) My hat 
—see? “T” for Totten. (Puts it on. Ii doesn’t 
fit. He starts c. and L.) 

Totten. Where you going? 
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Brett. To get some breakfast. 

Torren. Don’t you leave this house! That de- 
tective may be back at any minute 

Mixuir. Detective! For ME? I won't go back 
home—I won’t! I won't. So there! 

ToTtEN. You’re the NOISIEST little girl! 

Miuute. I want to live my own life! 

Bretr. Very well. Ill stay in. You take my— 
OUR hat—and get us something to eat. Get plenty 
of everything. (Hands Totten hat.) 

Totten. (With a grin) Money, please—for the 
eats. 


(Brett hesitates, then forks over the bill he re- 
cewed im Act I.) 


Brett. Mind you bring me back the change! 
It’s all I have. 

TotTeN. You mean it’s all you HAD—try and 
get it! (Skips up c. and encounters AUNT KaTE 
and KiTTIE coming downstairs.) 

Aunt. Where is that person going? 

Totten. This person is going out to get US 
something to eat. 

Kittiz. Trot right along! And hurry back. 


(TorTEN exits c. and Lt. Door slams.) 


Aunt. Well, my child—did he explain? 
Kittie. Yes—how did he get out of it? 
Miuuiz. He didn’t explain anything. 

Aunt. Huh! My daughter and I have been 
talking it over and we agree that he must be made 
to marry you. 

Mixture. IJ want him to WANT to marry me. 

Kittie. Why be so fussy? 

Aunt. Happily, Algernon, your attorney is with 
us. By the way—where IS he? 
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Brett. Last I saw of him he was in the library 
—making eyes at a couch. 

AUNT. Summon him. 

Brett. I’m afraid he’s asleep. 

Kittie. Then wake him up. 

Brett. (Her willing slave) Certainly—if YOU 
wish it! (They almost kiss.) 

Aunt. Children! It isn’t eugenic! 

Brett. But it is exceedingly pleasant! (He 
exits into hall c. and R.) 

Mitre. What isn’t eugenic? 

Aunt. You are too young to know. Now, then, 
my dear. Tell us all the circumstances of this sad 
affair. 


(MILLIE sits on couch, AUNT KATE and KiTTIE on 
each side of her.) 


Mitirre. (With relish) Well—I was VERY un- 
happy at home. 

Aunt. Why? 

Mitute. I have a cruel stepmother. 

Kittie. Oh, how interesting! 

Aunt. Particulars, please. 

Miu. (Thinking up her case) She made me 
stay home and study my Latin the night a Barthel- 
mess picture showed at the opera house—(Looks at 
her fingers.) she made me wash dishes and get hang- 
nails—(T/inks hard.) she made me eat oatmeal for 
breakfast and I HATE oatmeal! (Aunt Kate 
begins to brim over with sympathy.) She threw 
my lipstick out of the window—(KiITTIE is ap- 
proaching tears.) and she wanted—to send me— 
to JAIL! (Mrtute bursts into tears. Kittie and 
Aunt Kate promptly follow suit.) 

Aunt. The inhuman monster! 

Kittie. Oh, Mother! I’m glad you’re not my 
stepmother! 
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(The three are openly weeping as Brett and the 
yawning ANGUS enter Cc. from RB.) 


Brett. I had an awful time waking him up but 
I finally succeeded and (Sees the women in 
tears and stops, awestruck at the spectacle.) Is— 
is anyone—DEAD? 

KittigE. She says (She can’t continue.) 

Aunt. Her cruel stepmother (She breaks 
down. ) 

Mittiz. I wish I’d never been born! (She boo- 
hoos.) 

Brett. (To ANncus) Something awful must 
have happened! 

Aunt. (Drying her eyes) Oh, well—we must 
be brave. 

Awncus. By all means—let us be brave. 

Aunt. This tortured child has just told us her 
sad story. She has been deeply wronged, both at 
home and here 

ANGUS. (Placidly) Ah — comprehensively 
wronged. 

Kittize. We want you to tell us how we can 
punish this man Judson. 

‘Mitire. But I don’t want Homer punished! I 
want him to marry me. 

Ancus. (Crisply) <A distinction without a dif- 
ference. 

Mitie. (To the women) What does he mean? 

Ancus. I am in no condition to expound law. 
I am dead for sleep 

Kittie. Do you sleep ALL the time? 

Ancus. Only occasionally. 

Miturr. Who’s that man? 

Brett. A lawyer. 

Mitire. Oh, Mr. Lawyer, what’s the speed 
limit in this town? 

Brett. I can answer that—the sky. 
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Aunt. (Impatiently) Well, well—what can we 
do to this Judson? 

Ancus. For what? 

Kittie. He has lured this child to the wicked 
city 

Aunt. He has persuaded her to run away from 
her happy home 

Mitiie. He’s made a monkey out of me. 

Kittie. And now he refuses to marry her. 

Mitire. Oh—he hasn’t refused to marry me! 

Awncus. He hasn’t? 

Mitiie. He—well, he just hasn’t mentioned it. 

Ancus. (Suiting, wearily) There is no law to 
punish a man for neglecting to mention it. 

Aunt. Then we must MAKE him refuse to 
marry her! 

Mitte. I don’t want him to refuse! 

Aunt. You are too young to know what you 
want. We will leave you in the hands of this law- 
yer man—why! He’s asleep again! 

Brett. Your proposition doesn’t seem to inter- 
est him. 


(Door off L. heard to slam, All but Ancus start. 
Enter ToTTEN with a paper “ shopping bag” 
filled with eatables. He puts bag on table.) 


TotteN. Commissary department reports prog- 
ress. 

Aunt. Food! (She makes a dive for the bag 
coming up with a sandwich in each hand.) I was 
never so nearly starved! (Takes alternate bites of 
each sandwich. ) 

Brett. (Selecting a fancy cake and offering it 
to Kittie) May I 

Kittizr, (Eagerly taking it) You certainly 
MAY! 
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Totten. (To Mitiie) What's your favorite 
fruit? 

Miu. Pickles! (Totten looks through bag.) 

Totren. No pickles. 


(Ancus awakes with a grunt.) 


Ancus. Did I hear food? (Sees the stuff Tot- 
TEN 15 laying out on table.) Bless my soul! (He 
takes a hard-boiled egg, already shelled.) 

Totten. Nota pickle! Anything else do—er— 
what IS your name, anyway? 

Mitturz. As if you didn’t know! Millie Davis, 
of course! 

Totten. Well, Millie Davis—of course—how 
about some nice oatmeal crackers? 


(She makes a wry face.) 


Ancus. Oatmeal? Bless me! (Dzuscards his 
egg and takes up two crackers.) 
Totten. Hit him right in the Scotch appetite. 


(Everybody eating voraciously—except MILLIE.) 


Mitre. You all eat as if you were starved. 

Aunt. We are (She chokes.) 

Kittie. (To the rescue, slapping her back) 
Goodness! Mother’s choking! Quick—something 
to drink! 


(ToTTEN jumps to the champagne bottle, pours a 
glass and hands it to AuNT Kate who gulps 
it down. ) 


Aunt. (Holding out empty glass) More! 
(Torten refills it. She drinks more slowly this 
time.) Oh—I thought I should (Stops, 
aghast.) Young man, was that liquor? 
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Totten. It saved you from choking to death 
(Ancus chokes conveniently and pours a glass for 
himself.) Anybody else want a life saver? 

Brett. I never drink. 

Aunt. Oh, dear—there’s a crumb that won’t go 
down! 

TotreN. Naughty crumb! 


(Pours another glass which she sips.) 


Aunt. Never did I think that I should have to 
touch liquor! And on a business trip, too! 
Kittiz. Ohmy! I forgot all about business! 


(TOTTEN is putting away the stuff he brought, re- 
turning it to bag, etc.) 


Aunt. Algernon, now that your lawyer man is 
awake (Ancus is indignant.) We will come 
to the business that brought me here. 

Brett. (Mystified) By all means. 

Aunt. Your dear father, as you know, left mea 
block of stock in your corporation. 

Ancus. (Nodding m agreement) Commcen 
stock. 

Kittie. VERY common. It passed a dividend. 

Aunt. Judge Wiggins advised me to see you and 
get bonds in exchange for the stock. 

Ancus. Judge Wiggins? 

Aunt. Heis MY lawyer. He says BONDS are 
- much safer securities than stocks that pass divi- 
dends. 

Ancus. Of course they are. 

Aunt. And so. Algernon, I wish you’d please 
take the stock and give me bonds for it. 

Totten. (With a jump) Well! Of all the 
cool propositions ! 
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Aunt. (Coldily) What business is it of 
YOURS? 

Totren. Oh, NONE—None whatever! Huh! 

Kirtic. Isn’t Mother’s request reasonable, 
Cousin Algernon? 

Brett. Entirely reasonable. How many shares 
have you? 

Aunt. Only five hundred. Your secretary 
says 

Brett. Oh—you’ve spoken to HIM? 

Aunt. He says the stock is badly depreciated. 

Brett. He knows.—Since you have spoken to 
him about it, there’s no more to be said. (To 
TOTTEN.) Give my dear aunt bonds of the com- 
pany in exchange for her stock—at par. 

Totren. (Thunderstruck) AT PAR! Youvu’re 
crazy ! 

Brett. Are you—or are you NOT—my secre- 
tary? 

Totten. (Helplessly) Thirty thousand dollars 
thrown away! 

Kittie. (Picking up the book tossed into the 
room by AuNT Kate aud putting it on a stand) 
Thirty thousand! Oh, Algernon—how good of 
you! 

Brett. (Generously) A bagatelle—I’d do more 
than THAT, for YOU. 

Totten. (Almost tearfully) You've done 
enough! 

Aunt. The stock shirtiffi—certificate—is in my 
bag. Go get it, Kittie. 


(Kittie promptly starts for stairs.) 


Brett. (Joiming her) Let ME help you 
Kittie. You’re the DEAREST cousin! 


(They ao up together.) 
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Torten. (Biliously) Dear! Pretty fast work 
—thirty thousand! Zip! 


(Brett and Kittie exeunt. AuNT Kate is be- 
ginning to feel her champagne.) 


Aunt. You know, really—tee-hee—that was 
pretty clever of me, wasn’t it, Mr. Lawyer? 

Ancus. I should call it canny. 

Totten. And I should call it highway robbery! 

Aunt. (Laughing with indestructible good hu- 
mor) Hear the man ! 

Miturz. Dont YOU care, Homer—it isn’t 
YOUR money. 

Totten. Oh—ISN’T it! 

Aunt. Tee-hee—well? IS it? 

ToTTEN. (Swallowing) Who said it was? 
(Aunt Kate laughs aga.) Auntie! You're a 
wee bit tee’d up. 

Aunt. (Smiling sweetly) Did you call me— 
Auntie? 

Totten. I forgot myself. 

Aunt. Don’t pop—pop—’pologize. I’m every- 
body’s Auntie! 

Mititr. My goodness—she’s hitting on all 
twelve, isn’t she? 

Totten. All eight. (Bell rings sharply.) 

Aunt. Izzat a bell, or izzit my mullagination? 
(She picks up newspaper. Totten strides to win- 
dow and looks out. He becomes savagely exultant.) 

Totten. Ah-ha! The detective! Now we’re 
going to have fun! NOW we'll see what happens 
to whippersnappers! This is going to be GOOD! 
(Strides to foot of stairs and calls up.) Come 
down, you—fast worker, you! You squanderer of 
thirty thousand dollars! You kisser of pretty 
cousins! (Bell rings.) Come down and face the 
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music! Here’s a visitor—and he has a PAPER 
for you! 

Aunt. He has not. I got the paper. It tells all 
about the mysterious disappearance of 


(BRET? appears on stairs with Kittiz. She has a 
stock certificate.) 


Brett. (Calmly) What’s the excitement? 
Kittie. I have the certificate, Mother. 


(They come down.) 


Aunt. Tha’s funny. This paper’s printed up- 
side down! 

Kittie. (Hurrying to her, reproachfully) Oh, 
Mother! Mother! 

Totten. Don’t move, anybody! Hold the pic- 
ture! NOW for the Big Surprise! (He skips off 
c. and L.) 

Miture. (Wondering) What's the matter with 
Homer ? 

Aunt. He’s all right! (Door slams off L.) 

TotteN. (Reappearing) Come right in, Officer! 
—Come right in! 

McCuiutcuy. (Appearing with a warrant) I’m 
in. 

Totten. (Pointing dramatically to Bretr) 
There’s your man! 

McCiutrcuy. You’re skiddin’. I don’t want 
HIM. I got a warrant for—now—(Reads.) Homer 
B. Judson. 

Totten. (Wildly) WHAT? 

McCiutcuy. (Taking a professional grip on 
TorTeN) Come on, you smart Aleck. You’re un- 
der arrest. 

Mur. (Wailing) HOMER! (Picture.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT Tit 


SCENE: The same. Characters in same position 
they held at Act II curtain. 


Miure. Ho-mer! What’s that constable ar- 
resting you for? 

Totten. It’s a mistake. (To Ancus.) Tell 
this bonehead he’s got the wrong man, 

ANncus. (Coming forward) What is the charge, 
Officer ? 

McCiutcuy. The charge is—now—abductin’ a 
minor child. 

Mitre. ?’m NOT aminer’s child! I’m an auto- 
mobile man’s child. 

McCiutcuy. Oh—so YOU’RE the kid in the 
case! I—thought so. Well, you got to come along, 
too. 

Mitire. Well! I guess I will NOT! 

Totten. Say—you’re all mixed up, Officer. 
There’s the man you ought to arrest (Indi- 
cating BRETT.) 

McCuiutcuy. What for? 

Totten. Colliding with—you know who’s—car. 

McCiutcuy. I got no warrant for him and I 
ain’t gow’ to have none. 

Totren. WHAT! Why not? 

McCiutcHy. Because—never you mind why 
not. Him and me knows why not. 

Brett. Yes, Judson, WE know why not. 

TotTeN. Don’t call me Judson! (To Mc- 
Ciutcuy.) I tell you, you’ve got the wrong man! 

McCiutcuy. Huh! Tell it to Casey. Caught 
with the kid, too. Right on the premises. 


63 


64 FAST WORKERS ACT III 


Awncus. Who makes this complaint? 

McCiutcHy. We was notified by Rutland to 
find one “Millie Davis. Four foot eight 

Mixture. (On her tiptoes) Oh! Four feet nine 
and a half! 

McCuiutcuy. Weight ninety-four pounds 

Miu. Ninety-SIX! 

McCiutcuy. Giggles when she talks 

Miturr. I do NOT. 

McCrutcuy. And small mole on right shoulder. 
(He looks. She slaps him.) 

Mite. Don’t you get so—personal! 

McC.iutcuy. She’s the kid all right. And this 
guy is the guy—Homer Johnson, description un- 
known 

TorrEN. There you are! Description unknown! 

McCiutcHy. But this address given. Impli- 
cated in the—now—disappearance of said minor 
child who left a sheet hangin’ from her winder and 
a letter from said Judson on the floor 

Miuure. Oh! Did I? 

McCuiutcuy. Furthermore, I was talkin’ with 
this guy a little while back and he TOLD me he 
was Judson. (To Ancus.) Say—you’re a lawyer, 
ain’t you? (ANcuS nods.) I—thought so. Well, 
your friend is up against it. If you repersent him 
you better come along. Hire a taxi and we'll make 
a party of it. 

ToTrTeEN. Just a minute. I will settle everything. 
(To Brett.) I release you from your oath. Tell 
them who I am. 

Bretr. With pleasure. You are Judson. 

Aunt and Kittrr. Of COURSE he’s Judson! 

Mirire. Homer B. Judson. What’s the B stand 
for, Homer? 

McCrutcuy. B stands for “ bunk.” 

Ancus. (Jn his best professional manner) Offi- - 
cer, you are obviously a man of high intelligence. 
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McCiutcHy. I don’t deny it. 

Aneus. You know your duty and you know the 
law. (McCrutcuy nods wisely.) You would not 
willingly make a mistake 

McCiutcHy. Huh! ME? Make a mistake! 

Ancus. We admit this is Millie Davis. We 
admit your prisoner told you his name was Jud- 
son—(TOTTEN groans.) and we admit that it 
SEEMS a perfectly clear case. 

Kittie. Perfectly clear! 

Ancus. (To McCiutcHy, impressively) But, 
Officer—we venture to appeal to your acute sense 
of the unreliability of hypothesis 

McCiutcuy. (With a swallow) Well—of 
course, if you put it that way 

Ancus. We do. We put it strongly that way. 
You realize, of course, that as an attorney I am an 
officer in standing of the court 

McCiutcuy. I seen you pay this guy’s fine a 
coupla dozen times (Indicating BRETT.) 

Miiire. (To Totten) Oh—is HE one of us! 

Kittie. Cousin Algernon! 

Ancus. We appeal to you to exercise your per- 
fectly legitimate perogatives 

McCiutcuy. I don’t need no exercise 

ANGUS. —your perogatives, as I said, and in- 
trust your prisoner to custody of counsel, for pur- 
poses of conference. It is quite all right. 

McCiutcHy. (Hesitating) I'd like to oblige 
you, Counsellor, but—you see—I ain’t had my 
breakfast yet 

Kittiz. Breakfast? Why—there’s plenty of 
breakfast in the dining-room. 

McCiutcuy. (Grinning) That don’t listen so 
bad. 

Ancus. Help yourself to whatever you care for, 
while I confer with my client. 

McCiutcHy. Me for the dinin’-room. (Starts 
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r. then stops.) Hold on. Is it the breakfast you 
was all tackin’ a coupla hours ago? 

Kittie. The identical breakfast. 

McCiutcHy. (Coming down) Nothin’ stirrin’. 
The coffee’s all cold. 

Brett. And THAT’S not all. 

McCuiutcHy. (Hand on champagne bottle) I 
could get along without coffee if I took THIS along. 

ToTteEN. Take it—by all means. 

McCtutcuy. It’s taken. (Lifts it, thinks a mo- 
ment.) Servants mustn’t see me with this—might 
look bad. (Takes up newspaper and wraps it about 
bottle.) 

Aunt. (Waking up) My noosepaper! With 
the mysterious disappearance 

Kirtiz. Mother! 

Aunt. I wanted to finish that article about —— 

McCiutcuy. That'll be about all from YOU. 
Grandma’s kinder soused, ain’t she? Well, Coun- 
sellor—see you later. (Exits R. with wrapped 
bottle.) 

Aunt. (Wailing) He’s got my noosepaper 
about the famous author and his 

Kittie. (Distressed) Mother! You look tired. 
Don’t you think you’d better lie down? 

Aunt. There! I KNEW there was something! 
IT wanter lie down 

Kittie. (Holding on arm to raise her) 
Come 

BRETT. (Quickly joining her) Permit me! 


(Between the two they raise AUNT KatTE to her 
’ feet and conduct her to stairs.) 


Totten. You'll find bromo seltzer and ammonia 
in the medicine chest. 
Kirtiz, (As the three go upstairs) Thanks. 
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Come, Mother—a little sleep will do you a LOT of 
good. (They exeunt.) 


(Ancus has meanwhile been pacing in a brown 
study. TOTTEN and MILLIE anxiously watch 
him.) 


Totten. (Af last, impatiently) Well? 

Ancus. You are in a very bad mess. 

Totten. Get me out. What are you my lawyer 
for? 

Ancus. If you hadn’t told that officer your name 
was Judson! 

Mituie. But—it IS! 


(Ancus impatiently hushes her, as if she were of 
no wmportance and MILLIE subsides.) 


Ancus. Eventually of course you will be cleared. 
Meanwhile you'll be locked up and probably ex- 
tradited to Vermont. 

Mite. If he’s locked up, what becomes of 
ME? 

Ancus. (Crossly) You'll have to go back to 
Rutland, of course 

Miri. Homer! 

Totten. My dear child! DON’T call me 
Homer! It isn’t my name! 

Miiurz. Oh—and it’s such a ro-mantic name! 
What IS your name, Homer? 

Totren. Algernon. 

Miture. Oh, my! Why, Algernon’s even more 
to-mantic than Homer. I’m so glad your name’s 
Algernon 

Ancus. (Impatient at this interruption) Young 
woman, go over in that corner and sit quietly while 
I try to straighten out this snarl. 
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Mitur. (Humbly) Oh—all right. (Sits as 
directed. ) 

Ancus. It is plain that Judson, your former— 
ah—flunkey 

Mituie. Flunkey! 

Ancus. Sh-h-h. Judson evidently corresponded 
with this child under an assumed name 

ToTtTeN. No! 

Ancus. That is, not under an assumed name, 
but—ah—under an (Waves his hand, 
vaguely.) 

Totten. Under an assumed FACE. 

Awncus. Exactly. Although why he should have 
sent your photograph instead of his own 

ToTTeEN. Can you, who have seen us both, ask 
that ? 

Awncus. Obviously he thought that there would 
never be a personal meeting. That would explain 
it. But events moved so rapidly (To Mit- 
LIE.) Come here. (She comes down timidly.) 
When this man wrote to you to come to him, did 
his letter specify matrimony? 

Miture. Well—not exactly—but 

Totten. The beast! 

Ancus. (Reproachfully) Oh, you did a very 
reckless thing, young woman. An exceedingly 
reckless thing! Ordinary intelligence would 
have 

Totten. (Coming to her defence) Don’t scold 
her, Ferguson! She’s been punished enough— 
haven’t you? 

Mituiz. Yes, Hom—yes, Algernon. 


(They exchange dying duck looks. ANGus notes 
this.) 


Ancus. (Taking his cue from this) There is, 
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of course, a very simple solution—but no. It’s 
absurd. 

TotTeN. (Eagerly) What is it? I don’t care 
how absurd it may be if it will keep me out of jail. 

Ancus. I was about to suggest—but, no. It 
won't do. 

Mitire. WHAT won’t do? 

Ancus. (To Torren) I seem to recall that you 
expressed a distaste for New York girls. 

ToTTeEN. (Puzzled) Well? What in the world 
has that to (Sudden light, glancing at M1- 
LIE.) Oh! 

Ancus. You confessed a preference for simple 
little country maids with—ah—neat extremities. 

Totten. I said “ ankles.” 

Ancus. Exactly. If you should carry out that 
preference to its logical conclusion by casting a 
favoring eye on the most—ah—available little coun- 
try maid—why, then of course—but you two are 
comparative strangers. Any idea of your falling 
in LOVE—(Totren and Mitiie thrill at the 
word.) would be rank nonsense. (He watches them 
closely and notes the effect with secret satisfaction.) 

ToTteN. That’s the most intelligent idea you’ve 
had in years! 

Ancus. The little maid is hopelessly compro- 
mised. By running away as she did she has ruined 
her reputation (Mite dabs at her eyes.) If 
you married her, her parents would probably agree 
not to send you to jail (Torren shudders.) 
Especially when they learned your identity and 
standing in the community. But, as I said before, 
it is all the rankest nonsense, so we will say no 
more about it. (Totten and M1LuiE are staring at 
each other, hypnotized, and no longer conscious of 
Ancus.) You agree with me, of course? (Pause.) 
I pause for reply. (There isn’t any. They don’t 
know he’s there. ANous, with a smile of satisfac- 
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tion, goes up R., spreads his hands in benediction 
and exits R. with a chuckle.) 3 

Totten. (Waking up) By George! Ferguson 
is right! 

Miuure. Of course he’s right. It’s the rankest 
nonsense! I’ve been a reckless, WICKED girl and 
I'll go home and take my punishment. 

Totten. (Not liking the idea) You will? 

Miuiz. I deserve it for being so (Weeps.) 
I must have been CRAZY! To fall in love with a 
photograph. 

Totten. Oh, I don’t know—it was MY photo- 
graph. 

Mitte. Sent to me by another man! And you 
didn’t know a thing about it! (ToTtTeN shakes a 
wegative.) Didn’t even know that there WAS such 
a silly little fool as Millie Davis! 

Totten. (Beatific sigh) I know it now! 

Miutie. Know what? 

Totten. That there’s such a silly little—such a 
sweet, dear little girl as Millie Davis! 

Mituizr. (Weeping) A crazy little idiot 

Totten. We all do foolish things, sometimes. 
i do, myself. 

Mitiie. Oh—you couldn’t do anything foolish. 

Totten. Couldn’t [? For instance. Two hours 
ago I didn’t know you existed—and NOW—-well, 
I am head over heels in love with you, Millie Davis. 

Mitiuig. Oh—ARE you? 

Totten. Would you call that sensible? 

Miiruir. Oh, I don’t know—it doesn’t seem to 
me to be so awful foolish (He goes to her 
and would kiss her. She steps back.) You 
mustn’t! It isn’t right ! 

TorteN. What’s wrong with it? We've lots of 
tastes in common. You drive a car; so do I. Of 
course that in itself isn’t so much to get married 
on 
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Miri. (Thrilling) Married? 

TotrTeNn. But there are other things. Your smile 
—your style—your freshness 

Mituir. Oh, I’m NOT fresh! 

TotteEN. Fresh as the breeze, the sunshine, the 
morning dew, the bloom on the rosebud (She 
clasps her hands at this display of romantic feel- 
ing.) Millie—Millie! Vm crazy about you! Will 
you marry me? ; 

Mitiuie. Why—oh—I hardly know you. 

Totten. I’m taking as big a chance as you are. 

Mititre. How CAN you love a girl you never 
saw before? 

Totten. Didn’t you fall in love with a photo- 
graph? (This strikes MILuie as reasonable.) 

Mitire. Well—if I promise to change my name 
will you 

Totten, —will I what? 

Miu. Will you promise to stop—changing— 
yours? (This tune he gets her and there is a long 
embrace.) Oh—Al-gernon! Won’t the folks home 
just be PARALYZED! 

Totten. (Full of energy) Let’s find out. Is 
there a telephone in your town 2 (MILLIE 
sniffs scornfully.) I mean, in your HOME? 

Mituie. Two—house and garage. 

Totten. Where can I reach your folks the 
quickest ? 

Miu. What time is it? 

Totten. (Consulting watch) Nine o'clock. 

Mir. They’re at breakfast. Main 63. Don’t 
talk to Mamma. Talk to Papa. 


(ToTTEN strides to ’phone.) 


Totten. (At ’phone) Operator—I want Long 
Distance. 
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(ANGuS enters R. and sees TOTTEN.) 


Mir. (To ANcus) We're going to be MAR- 
RIED! 


(Ancus motions silence, to hear ToTTEN.) 


Totten. Hello—Long Distance? I want Rut- 
land, Vermont. Main 63. That’s right. I want 
to speak to Mr. Millie Davis 

Mitire. SIMON Davis! 

Torten. Mr. SIMON Davis. Mister—not 
Missis. You'll call me? All right. (Hangs up.) 

Miture. (All excitement) When you get Papa 
tell him I just can’t live without you. Tell him I 
have my pale gray dress with the nun’s veiling. 
Oh! Tell him you own a Penguin car! That will 
fix him! Tell him it’s a TWELVE 

Totten. I WILL not! 

Ancus. Better let ME talk to Mr. Davis. 


(BRETT appears, coming downstairs.) 


Brett. Hello! YOU still at large? I expected 
you would be on your way to the how goose—the 
hoosegow. 

Totten. Sorry to disappoint you. I’m not go- 
ing to any hoosegow. I am going to be married. 

Brett. Everyone to his taste. (Indicating M1L- 
tie.) And this is the lady? When? 

TotTteEN. Oh, half an hour, or so. 

Miturr. (Dismayed) Oh—Algernon! So 
SOON? 

Totten. Why not? 

Mituie. It’s such a teenie-weenie engagement 
and I’m not ready, or anything 

Totten. You have your gray dress. 
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Miuiz. That’s so. Oh, well, I suppose it’s all 
right. 

Torren. All we need is a license. How much 
is a license, Ferguson? 

Ancus. Two dollars. 

Totten. Is THAT all? 

Awncus. It isn’t so much the original cost—it’s 
the upkeep. 

Miuir. Well—if it’s to be to-day, I guess I 
better get my other dress on. Kiss me, Algernon, 

Brett. (Stepping back) Id rather not. 

Miu. I don’t mean YOU. I mean MY AI- 
gernon! (She and Totten kiss.) Which is MY 
room, darling? (She starts upstairs.) 

Totten. Take any you like. They are all yours, 
sweetheart ! 


(MILLIE exits upstairs with a giggle.) 


Brett. You have known this lady about an hour 
and you intend to marry her this morning. And I 
believe you called ME a fast worker? Oh, Jud- 
son! 

Totten. Will you stop calling me 

Ancus. That reminds me. You must, of course, 
be married under your real name. 

Totten. That’s right. (To Brett.) Give me 
back my name. 

Brett. Oh—that’s quite impossible! 

Totten. But I MUST have my name back! 
Keep your thousand dollars—keep the thousands 
you handed to Aunt Kate—keep everything, but 
give me back my name! 

Bretr. I swore on the Bible to be Algernon 
Totten for thirty days. (To Ancus.) Didn’t I? 

Ancus. I believe you did. 

Totten. I release you. 

Brett. My OATH binds me, willy nilly —— 
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ToTTEN. Don’t you call me Willy Nilly! Fer- 
guson, make him give me back myself. 

Ancus. I cannot be a party to subornation of 
perjury. It is a felony. And if you compel him 
to violate his oath, you can be sent to jail 

Totten. (Jn despair) You can think up more 
ways of getting me in jail! You are to blame for 
the whole crazy business! 

Ancus. I deny it! 

Totten. Didn’t you deliberately tell Aunt Kate 
I was JUDSON? 

Ancus. I had to tell her you were somebody, 
after you had thrown the onus on me 

Totten. Ah-h-h—you put the kibosh on the 
whole thing! 

Ancus. I did not! I never use kibosh! 

ToTTEN. Well—it seems, then, that I must marry 
that sweet girl under the hated name of JUDSON. 

Ancus. If you marry under an assumed name 
you can be sent to jail 

ToTreEN. Can’t you think of ANYTHING ex- 
cept jail? 

Ancus. And I am beginning to think that a 
good long term in jail would benefit you. 


(KITTIE appears on stairs.) 


Kittie. Not so much noise, please! Mother is 
asleep. 

Ancus. (Beatific smile) Sleep! Fortunate 
lady! (Letter carrier’s whistle heard off t.) 

TotTren. What’s that? Another policeman? 

Kittirz. (At window L.) It’s the mail man— 
with a lot of letters. 

Brett. Go get the mail—Judson. (ToTTEN 
makes a face at him but exits c. and L. obediently.) 
So dear Aunt Kate is asleep! 

Ancus. (Pathetically) If you mention that in- 
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spired word again——-! (Setiles himself on 
couch RB.) 


(Reénter ToTtEN with half a dozen letters.) 


Brett. (Hand out) My mail, Judson. 

Totten. Nothing for you. They’re all addressed 
tome. (Runs them over, dropping one.) Tl read 
them in the library. Come, Ferguson. 


(ANGUS sits up with a groan. KXTTIE picks up the 
dropped letter and reads.) 


Kittie. “Mr. Algernon Totten.” It’s for YOU, 
Cousin Algernon. And he said they were all for 
HIM. Make him show you the others. 

Brett. (Sternly) Let me see those letters. 

Totten. They’re mine, I tell you! 

Kittie. You were mistaken about this one—you 
MIGHT be mistaken about the others. (ANcuS 
indicates to TOTTEN to surrender the letters and the 
latter does so, reluctantly. Brett sits at table, 
KitTIE standing at Ms shoulder. Brett skims the 
envelopes.) Why—they are ALL for you! 
(Scornful look at ToTTEN.) 

Aneus. Tl wait for you in the—library 
(Yawns and exits c. and R.) 


(BRETT opens a letter while ToTTEN writhes.) 


Brett. (Reading) “Dear Al: You win. En- 
closed find amount of ” (Looks in envelope. 
Extracts a yellow-back bill. TortTen reaches, but 
Brett tucks bill in vest pocket.) “TVll bet you an- 
other hundred that ”  Ah—er (Hands 
Totten letter.) You answer this and say that I got 
the money. By the way—where’s the change from 
that luncheon 
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Totten. There wasn’t any. 
Brett. What? From a hundred-dollar 
TorTen. It was a five. 


(Brett lets it go at that. He selects another letter. 
It is pink and feminine. He is about to re- 
store it to the bunch, but Kirtie has seen tt 
with displeasure.) 


Kittie. (With freezing sweetness) Open it, 
Cousin Algernon. 

Totten. Hey! That’s PERSONAL! 

Kittie. Jt LOOKS personal. Aren’t you going 
to open it? 


(Under her scrutiny Brett does so and reads a 
line, while TotTEN is helpless in his rage.) 


Brett. Oh—my goodness! 

Kittie. What does SHE say? 

Brett. Nothing—nothing. (To Totten.) Here 
—you answer it—and answer these—(Hands re- 
maining letters to ToTTEN.) you know what to 
say 

Kittie. Aren’t you going to read your own 
letters? 

Brett. There’s no money in them. 

Kittie. (Grimly) I didn’t think there was. 


(Totten strides to c. with letters. He turns.) 


TotTeN. There will be a day of reckoning! 
(Exits c. and R.) 

Kittizc. So! You get letters from women! 
And you're afraid to open them. 

Brett. Well—ah 

Kirtre. I am disappointed in you. 

Brett. (Jn agony) Suppose, some day, you 
find that—that I am not what I seem? 
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Kittie. (Biiterly) Just likea man! Trying to 
think up an alibi. 

Brett. But I can explain everything! 

Kittie. (Hopefully) Can you? 

Brett. In thirty days. 

Kittie. Thirty days! You’re a pretty slow 
thinker! 

Brett. Until then, my hands are tied—that is, 
my tongue is tied. 


(Kittie turns up stage, scornfully, MILLIE ap- 
pears on stairs, coming down, in her new 
dress.) 


Miiite. (Singing) Here comes the bride! Ta 
—ta-ta—tum. (Looks about.) Where’s Algernon? 


Kittie. Algernon? Why (Indicates 
BRETT. ) 
Muuie. Oh—I don’t mean HIM (Tele- 


phone bell rings loudly in quick beats.) Oh, my 
goodness! I'll bet that’s Rutland—it sounds like 
Papa’s ring! I’m so—nervous! 


(ToTTEN runs on c. from R., followed more se- 
dately by ANGUS.) 


Totten. (At ’phone) Hello.,....Yes, I want 
Rutland! Where’s my party?...... Oh, hello—are 
you Mister Millie Davis?...... Mr. Solomon...... 
Mr. SIMON Davis? How de do, Mister Davis? 
Gilad to, meet yous)... 5: Oh, you don’t know who I 
am and I don’t know you, but I want to tell you 
something IMPORTANT...... Yes, ’m in New 
Motes. Oh; yes, SHE’S heres... (MILLIE be- 
gins tugging at TorTrEeN’s coat.) Safe and sound. 
No, I’m not the police...... I’m the prisoner...... 
DESAY 05). 5. <4 Ves jie. I want to marry her and 
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Sse I am NOT a despicable villain! Do I LOOK 
it? 

Mituiez. Tell him about the Penguin 

Torren. [I’m a Penguin—I said—l’'m a— 

Mitutre. (Grabbing ’phone from him) Oh—let 
ME talk. (un "phone, with cloying sweetness.) 
Hel-lo, Pa-pa. This is your little Millie. Oh! 
I’m so happy! No...... I’m not in jail! I’m with 
Algernon—you know—ALGERNON...... I don't 
know his other name. We want to get married! 
ee (Speaks the following very rapidly.) He’s 
a darling and I love him to death and I’ve got on 
my dress—I mean my gray dress with the nun’s 
veiling and I hope you'll forgive me because I can’t 
help it and he’s the dearest, darlingest—oh, I don’t 
know what I’m talking about but I’m so happy and 
I wish 


(Ancus, aghast at the mess she is making, has been 
tugging at her skirt and gets the ’phone from 
her, speaking with icy distinctness.) 


Ancus. Hello—Mr. Davis, I am Mr. Totten’s 
personal attorney. Totten. T-O-T—tot—T-E-N— 
Totten—Algernon Totten—the gentleman who de- 
sires to marry your daughter—no?t Rotten. 

Kittie. (Zo Bretr) Algernon! 

Ancus. Be quiet—no—no—not YOU, Mr. 
Davis! One moment, please! My client is Al- 
gernon Totten of the Totten Mercantile Corpora- 
tion and...... Yes, your daughter is here, at Mr. 
Totten’s house......Oh, she is chaperoned...... 
By Mrs. Baildon of Brattleboro. Your consent is 
necessary as she is under age...... No. Mrs. Bail- 
don is not under age but your daughter is. My 
client is perfectly responsible. Name is Totten. 
He wants to marry your daughter 

Kartie. (Tragically, to Bretr) Is this true? 
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(Brett shakes a negative.) 


Ancus. It is necessary to get your consent to 
the 


(Kittie pushes Jum aside and gets ’phone.) 


Kittie. Hello—hello—Mr. Davis! They are 
telling you a lot of lies! Mr. Totten does NOT 
want to marry your silly child! He wants to marry 
—that is, I mean Oh, Mr. Davis—hello— 
hello (A pause.) He’s gone. (She hangs 
up.) 

Mite. Ill bet Papa’s fainted. 

Awncus. (Indignantly, to Kittiz) How dare you 
interfere in a matter that does not 

Kirtiz. How dare YOU tell that Davis man 
that my cousin Algernon wants to marry his daugh- 
ter ? 

Brett. Yes! How DARE you! 

Totten. (Beating us breast) I—I am Alger- 
non Totten! That nincompoop is not, never was 
and never WILL be Algernon Totten! 

Kittie. (To Bretr) Tell me 


(Enter McCiutcuy Rr. with a happy smile.) 


McCiutcuy. Well—I had my breakfast and I 
guess we’re all ready. 

Kirtie. Did you—enjoy it? 

McCiutrcHy. Best breakfast I ever, drank. 
(Produces cigar.) Object to smokin’? Thanks. 
Well, Judson, comin’ along peaceable, or 
(Produces nippers.) 

Ancus. This gentleman is not the man you seek. 

McCiutcuy. He’s near enough to suit me. 

Awncus. I warn you, you are making a mistake. 

McCiutrcuy. Am 1? (Toakmg Totten by 
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sleeve.) I got an order of arrest for one Judson. 
This guy told me with his own mouth he was Jud- 
son. The girl is here and SHE says he’s Jud- 
son 

Mitte. But that was before 

McCiutcuy. Oh—they got you to change your 
mind, hey? Everybody in this house says he’s Jud- 
son and that’s the name on the warrant. Now, get 
this, Miss Attorney: I ain’t goin’ without a pris- 
oner and this prisoner suits me first rate. Come 
on, you (Gives ToTTEN a yank and leads him 
up stage. MILLie throws her arms about ToTTEN’s 
waist and is pulled along. Door heard to slam, L. 
McC iutcuy stops and releases his hold.) What’s 
THAT? 


(All listen. Enter Jupson, L., with some keys in 
his hand.) 


Jupson. (Not seeing MILLIE who is behind 
Totten) Beg pardon, Mr. Totten, sir—but I for- 
got to turn in my keys and I'd like to get my other 
bag. Is it all right, sir? 

TOTTEN. Yes. 

Jupson. Thank you, sir. (Starts upstairs.) 

Ancus. Oh—JUDSON. 

Jupson. (Stopping on stairs and turning po- 
litely) Yes, sir? 

Ancus. There is your man, Officer. 


(JuDSON quivers at the word officer. MILLIE comes 
from behind TottEN and Jupson sees her.) 


Jupson. My Gawd! SHE’S ’ere! 

Mituie. (Jn dismay) Is THAT Homer B. 
Judson? 

ToTTeN. Yes. 
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Miuir. Oh—I want to die! (Throws herself 
face down on couch.) 

Totten. What did you mean by sending this 
lady MY photograph ¢ 

Jupson. (Descending stairs and entering room) 
I tried to tell you, sir—but you wouldn’t listen to 
me. I admit it was a liberty, but 

McCiutcuy. (Stepping up to him) So—you’re 
Homer Judson? 

Jupson. Yes, sir. 

McCiutcHy. I—thought so. (Hand on his 
Shoulder.) You're under arrest for abductin’ a 
minor child. 

Jupson. Oh, my God! Don’t lock me hup! I 
never meant no ’arm. 

Ancus. It’s all right. It will only be for a few 
days. 

Jupson. A few days! In JAIL? 

Totten. That’s all. What are you making such 
a fuss about? It’s nothing. 

Jupson. (Pleadingly to M1LuiE, who has sat up) 
Miss—hintercede for me. You loved me once 

Miuiec. I never! I hope they lock you up for 
life and then hang you! 

McCiutcuy. Come on, you—— (Yanks him 
up c. and off L. as JuDSON pleads.) 

Jupson. Oh, don’t lock me hup! PLEASE 
don’t! I never meant no ’arm—TI never 


(They are off c. and t. Door slams shutting off 
Jupson’s wail.) 


TotteEN. Well—that’s over—you’ll never see 
HIM again! 
Mitte. I don’t want to—he wrote such MUSHY 


letters ! 
Totten. (To Brett) Now then, you. Tell the 


truth—tell who you really are 
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Brett. My oath! rt. 

Ancus. Your oath? That reminds me— x js, 
meamoment. (He goes up and exits c. and 2.¥, 

Totren. Damn your oath (To the ladig. ~ 
Excuse me Tell the world your name ft; 
(Has to think.) Ernest Brett. aa 

Kittiz. (Starting) ERNEST BRETT? Tt 

Totten. That’s his name. 

Kittie. Ernest Oh, I know where yo: 
that name! (Takes up book she picked up im Hus» 
II. Reads its back.) “The Scapegoat. By Er .c: 
Bretey 

Brett. WHAT! (She takes the book to him 
He grabs and reads title.) Ah—MY book! 

Miture. It is NOT! It’s MY book! (Tries fo 
take it away from him.) 

Kittie. (interfering) See here: Are you or are 
you not Algernon Totten? 

Brett. If I could only SPEAK! 


(Enter Ancus briskly with large book in his hand.) 


Ancus. My suspicions are confirmed. When ». 
swore you in the library I made a slight mistake- 
instead of a Bible, I used this 


(Brett takes book.) 


Brett. A dictionary! 

Awncus. Your oath is not binding. 

Brett. (Zo Totten) You hear? My oath was 
not binding! Release me—PLEASE release 
me ! 
ToTTeEN. Say—haven’t I been trying to pry you 
loose 

Brett. I am Brett! Ernest Brett! Author of 
“The Scapegoat”—and how it ever got pub: 
lished 
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Yo. uTIE. There was an item in the paper saying 
i. atthor had disappeared. 
Kretr. Swallowed up by an onion farm. 
sittTiz. The publisher tried to find you, but you 
| thoved 
-\ 3reTtT. I had been locked out! 
‘attic. So he published the book anyway and 
aving an enormous sale. 
9oR.ETT. (in ecstasy) Can Heaven be any 
veeter than THIS! 
IF 
(AuNnT Kate appears on stairs, coming down.) 


Aunt. I’m perfectly well again. Wonderful— 
aimmonia—and by the way, Algernon 
_ TOTTEN. Yes, Aunt Kate? 


(She stops dead short at turn in stairs.) 


Aunt. Sir! I was addressing my nephew. 
- Totren. I’M your nephew. 


4K She stares at him a moment then abruptly starts 
a upstairs.) 


Kirtic. Where are you going? 

Aunt. I—I’m not so well, after all 

Brett. It’s all right. (She stops again and stares 
at Brett.) He is really your nephew. I assumed 
his identity. 

Aunt. But what for? 

Brett. For a thousand dollars and whatever 
else was handed me. 


(Aunt Kate slowly returns and goes to BRETT.) 
Aunt. You are not my nephew? 


(He shakes a negative.) 
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Kittirz. Gracious! Then you are not my 
COUSIN! 

Brett. No. I am an author with a best seller! 

Aunt. What is IN that cellar? 

Kittie. If you’re not my cousin, you shouldn’t 
have kissed me—unless (She turns away, he 
follows her.) 

Aunt. (Crossing to TotTTEN) So—YOU are 
my nephew! I should have known you, anywhere! 

Totten. Indeed? 

Aunt. You have the Totten eyebrows. Now, 
Algernon, about those bonds 

Totten. They are yours! 

Aunt. And you have the Baildon nose! Hasn't 
he, Kittie? 


(KitTTIE 1s talking with BRETT up L.) 


Kittic. Any time you happen to be up in Brat- 
tleboro, I should be pleased to have you call. 

Brett. Will you be home—this evening? 

Miuie. Say—this is all very well, you know— 
but it isn’t being married. 

Ancus. You can’t marry without your father’s 
consent. 

Mituie. But Papa’s in Rutland! 

Angus. I know he is. 

Mitur. (Beginning to wail) You're the mean- 
est lawyer ! 

Torren. Don’t cry. We'll just drive to Rutland. 
We can make it by night. 

Miu. (Brightening) In your Penguin? 

ToTTeN. Of course. (Zo AuNT Kate.) You 
and Cousin Kittie come with us. It’s on your way 
home. 

Bretr. A-hem—have you definitely fixed on a— 
best man? 

Totren. All right! You're it. (To ANcus.) 
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You’ve got to come, too, Ferguson, to attend to the 
legal end. 

Ancus. Not if you drive! 

Kirtie. Can’t he drive? 

Awncus. He is a notoriously reckless driver. 

Aunt. Oh—my goodness. Kittie and I will take 
the train. I could never survive reckless driving! 

Kittie. (To Bretr) If there is anything I’m 
afraid of, it is reckless drivers 


(He agrees with her.) 


ToTTtEeN. (Scowling at ANGus) You crepe- 
hanger! You've spoiled the party! 

Mite. No, he hasn’t. (Speaking generally.) 
My father is an automobile man, and if you’re 
afraid of Algernon—why—I’LL drive! 


(They all look relieved.) 


Ancus. Then I will go. 
Aunt. Yes—then we will ALL go. 


(Minute gives a giggle and a wink in TotTTEN’s 
direction.) 


Mitte. (Cuddling, ond speaking confidentially) 


And when I get in that boat and step on the gas— 
oh, pickles! 
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